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ABSTRACT 
 This dissertation examines the experience of former collegiate football hostesses 
and presents an autoethnographic narrative from my viewpoint as a female researcher 
enmeshed in the culture of athletics. The exploration reveals the experience of gender, 
race, and power as told through my own stories as well as those of former hostesses. This 
exploratory study reveals the contradiction and conflict between and amongst women‟s 
experiences as well as brings to light the aspects of hostess experience that the media 
rarely highlights. The work is written for readers to witness and understand the 
complexity of the hostess experience, its privileges and challenges.  
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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
ALEX: composite character, former sport hostess at Private University, medical doctor, 
early thirties, White 
 
BROOKE: composite character, former sport hostess at Midwestern, late twenties, White 
 
CECE: composite character, former sport hostess at Western State, college recruiter, late 
twenties, African-American 
 
COACH HENRY: pseudonym, football coach, mid thirties, White 
 
DAD: business owner, Tanya‟s father, mid-fifties, White 
 
DEAN: pseudonym, football coach, Tanya‟s former boyfriend, mid twenties, African-
American 
 
IMMANUEL: pseudonym, former football player at Midwestern and current NFL 
athlete, husband of Simone, early thirties, African-American 
 
LEANDRA: composite character, former sport hostess at Eastern, science teacher, mid 
twenties, African-American 
 
MR. BROWN: pseudonym, prominent athletic administrator, early sixties, White  
 
MOM: business owner, Tanya‟s mother, mid-fifties, White 
 
KALLIE: composite character, former sport hostess at Big State, businesswoman, late 
twenties, White 
 
PATRICIA: composite character, former sport hostess at South State, athletics 
administrator, mid thirties, White 
 
REGINALD: pseudonym, revered professional in the college community, late fifties, 
White 
 
SARAH: young professional in Los Angeles, Tanya‟s childhood friend, late twenties, 
White 
 
SIMONE: composite character, former sport hostess at Midwestern, wife of Immanuel, a 
NFL athlete, early thirties, African American 
 
SOPHIA: pseudonym, sport studies Ph.D. student, White 
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TANYA: sport studies Ph.D. student, late twenties, Dean‟s former girlfriend, researches  
women‟s experiences in sport, White 
 
TINA: physical education teacher, Tanya‟s sister, early thirties, White 
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CHAPTER 1: Real Love – My Story 
Where love rules, there is no will to power; and where power predominates,  
there love is lacking. The one is the shadow of the other.  
- Carl Jung (1917) 
      My first love was real; it was an orange round ball. I learned at a young age to 
bounce it behind my back, between my legs and to shoot it through a hoop. I fell in love 
with the exhilaration of the sound “swish” and worked relentlessly on my game. Through 
sport, I learned that my body was powerful and that I could push myself physically and 
mentally. I never feared opponents, even if they were boys or men. I wanted a chance; no, 
even more so, I demanded a chance. My high school girlfriends could beat the boys‟ team 
and we prided ourselves in that; yet, we never wanted to embarrass them. Somewhere 
deep down we knew that it must be hard for them to realize that girls could compete with 
them at a pick-up game of basketball. We were not supposed to be better than them but 
we were. Our home games, the girls‟ games, were not supposed to fill the bleachers, 
forcing fans covered in purple and white to stand on the baselines and sidelines squeezing 
in like sardines to watch us as we worked seamlessly together towards an undefeated 
season. Conversely, the boys‟ games were lucky to have half of the gymnasium filled 
with fans, most of which were family members and friends. I realize now that my 
experience at Mosinee High School playing sports defied all stereotypes, one of them 
being that the girls could beat the boys. It never occurred to me until recently that from 
the boys‟ perspective, we probably demasculinized them, our friends from our school 
every time we stepped onto the wooden courts to scrimmage against them in preparation 
for the state championships against girls.  
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One day during summer basketball open gym a boy from the boys‟ team wanted 
his masculinity back. I was guarding him like a fruit fly on watermelon. I was 
consciously annoying him, but I was taught to play physical and aggressive basketball. 
After securing a rebound, he began dribbling as I guarded him tenaciously up the court. 
Then, suddenly he picked up his dribble and intentionally elbowed me in the mouth. I 
remember feeling my lip swell as I stood in disbelief as to what just happened. The 
gymnasium was silent and I could even hear the “drip…drip…drip” of my blood on the 
wooden court. No one said anything. No one apologized for him. Everyone just watched; 
even the coach who saw the ordeal concealed it as “an accident.” Yet, everyone knew 
what had just happened - there was no mistaking that it was intentional, but it was easier 
for the boys to swallow when they thought of it as accidental. I wiped my upper lip and 
looked down at the blood on my hands and t-shirt. Without a word, I walked into the 
women‟s bathroom alone – all alone. I held my tears until I saw my reflection in the 
mirror. My left front tooth had pierced through my lip and was perpendicular with all of 
my other teeth. I cried uncontrollably as I gazed at my battered mouth in the mirror. But, 
it was not my mouth that hurt; it was my heart that ached. 
 It was made very clear that afternoon that I was not wanted there, on the 
“masculine” basketball court. I knew I was deliberately elbowed – he wanted me to hurt, 
cry and to be scared to ever embarrass him again. I went to my dentist and family friend 
for my root canal, had a mouth guard fitted, grabbed my shoes and my girls‟ ball for 
another game the next open gym time. Nothing, no man or woman, no hurt or pain was 
going to keep me away from my first love.  
   I was a feminist from that day forward due to the incident. I believe that sport has 
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the power to empower young girls and women. Since that day I have slowly evolved into 
a scholar seeking to expose the difference that gender makes in life chances (Hatch, 
2002). I believe now that the material world is made up of historically situated structures 
and that these structures not only oppress based on gender but also race, social class, age, 
and ethnicity (Hatch, 2002).  
 Given my background and beliefs, is it any wonder that the hypermasculine  
 
football culture intrigues me while it also saddens me? However, let me share with you  
 
how things get complicated in my life today as a feminist doctoral student in Sport  
 
Studies.  
The Beginnings of a Research Endeavor 
My former boyfriend, Dean, is a football coach immersed in the culture that I so 
adamantly critique. It was Dean who gave me a glimpse of the truth about the recruiting 
process of high school athletes, a truth previously unbeknownst to me, and one that I 
don‟t know if, given the chance now, I would want revealed to me. Looking back, I 
would have thought I would have known more than I did since I worked in an academic 
center for athletes for two years, a center that has hundreds of students coming and going 
on a regular basis. However, I liked my bubble because it was safe, comforting and 
unassuming. I am not sure how I kept myself sheltered a whole year in the athletic 
academic center, a space where rumors travel fast through text messages, academic 
meetings and phone calls. Yet, I realized these were truths others did not want me to 
know were going on around me; those in power wanted me to continue on in my bubble. 
Yes, I would hear shocking rumors and a few scandalous stories here and there. 
However, nothing was as disheartening as what I heard one dark and bitter January 
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afternoon when I ran into Sophia in our Health, Physical Education and Recreation 
building on campus. It was 1 pm and I was running a little late for work; I knew that my 
boss was in a meeting so, I was not in a complete scattered rush. Sophia, a trustworthy 
woman with a personality that brightens me during even my most discouraging days 
looks at me and without hesitation and says, “You aren‟t going to believe this. A football 
hostess
1
 in my Stress Management class just told me how she was given keys to the head 
coaches‟ vehicle to take a recruit back to the hotel for a few hours. Class was over and 
she followed me to my office and proceeded to tell me about her weekend.” My jaw 
dropped; I could feel its heaviness weigh down the rest of my face. All I could muster out 
of my mouth was, “That‟s sick.”  
“Yeah, and she then told me that the football players said they need to pay her 
more because she is the best recruiter this university has got.” Sophia looked at me and 
shook her head, “Crazy, huh?.” 
 “Wow, I don‟t even know what to say” I pause. “Sick, disgusting.” No profound 
words can find a way to escape my lips. I felt nothing but astonishment and a huge pit in 
my stomach. I thought to myself, How do people get away with this? Finally, I say aloud, 
“Sophia, how do people get away with this?” I wonder, Why do I want to cry when I say 
this to her? 
She looked me dead square in the eye and said, “I don‟t know.” All I could think 
of was that people know, but turn their backs to it. If they don‟t see it, it doesn‟t happen. 
Sophia interrupts my thoughts, “Well, I didn‟t mean to ruin your day. I sometimes can‟t 
                                                 
1
 “The student host must be either a current student-athlete or a student designated in a 
manner consistent with the institution’s policy for providing campus visits or tours to 
prospective students in general” (2008-2009 Division I NCAA Manual, p. 107). 
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believe it either. I have to get to work and I have some students coming into see me in a 
few minutes. I‟ll catch you a little later on, chica.”    
Then, with that, Sophia disappeared into the hallway. I shuffled my feet heavily to 
work and once inside my office I sat there hoping these were all rumors. If not, the 
current recruiting system is corrupt, I think to myself. However, I was to learn soon that 
this was only the beginning. I sat at the professional, mahogany desk in bewilderment, a 
desk where student-athletes‟ academic success, retention, and/or the lack thereof is 
tracked and noted. Sophia is not the type to exaggerate or fabricate a story; to hear from 
her that hostesses had sex with recruits and how sex influenced athletes‟ choices to attend 
the university made me feel like it had to be true. However, I was trying to convince 
myself, This can‟t be true. My naiveté sometimes even dumbfounds me, especially when 
I have all the truths and stories in front of me. I always try to look for the good in people. 
However, after so much negative, I wonder how to sift through all the crap to find the 
good. 
As I worked on student-athlete academic success reports, I began to think that all 
they were a bunch of reports to appease the NCAA
2
. My heart continued to sink deeper 
and deeper. I needed a change of pace. So, I responded to emails hoping my boss‟s 
meeting would run longer than usual. I had tons of emails, but I didn‟t have the energy to 
respond to them either. I looked at my peanut butter & jelly sandwich that I made for a 
snack on the desk. No, I can‟t even eat. I lost my appetite, I thought to myself. 
                                                 
2
 Reports include NCAA graduation rates, progress toward degree and academic 
eligibility all gathered from student-athlete academic histories as well as eligibility 
tracking and audit sheets.  
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My shift at work seemed to linger on and on. As my stomach growled, my mind 
wandered about ethical issues in sport, and my astonishment slowly faded into the reality 
of the world around me. At 4 pm, I finally left the confines of the office, the athletic 
academic center, the sport world and went to class, a place where I‟m free to have 
opinions and even more so express them. Oh, how I love class, I say to myself. 
Class comes and goes quickly. It is late, 7:45 pm, but I don‟t know where the last 
few hours have even gone. The saying is true, “Time flies when you‟re having fun.” I felt 
tired from a long day and I was hoping to see Dean, if he had time tonight. I rummaged 
through my purse to find my phone amidst my lip glosses, daily planner, a parking ticket, 
and wallet. Finally, my hand grasped my small rectangular lifeline to my loved ones. I 
went to my contacts and pushed “Dean.” The phone rang on the other end and his deep 
voice soothed me immediately when he said, “Hey love. How was class?” 
“It was good. Have you eaten?” I say, even though I‟m not all that hungry but 
know he will be after a long day at the football complex. 
 “Not yet. What do you feel like?”  
 “I am not that hungry but kind of feel like breakfast food. How about you?”  
“It is whatever you want. You‟re the boss. How about I call IHOP and order us 
pancakes. Will you pick it up? I have to watch some film but it should only take about 30 
more minutes. Then, I‟ll meet you at my place.”  
“Ok, I will see you in a bit. I love you.” Dean responds, “I love you more.” If he 
only knew how much I appreciated it when he made a decision and I could just go along 
with it. Sometimes, some things just don‟t matter all that much to me. I silently convince 
myself that, I am easygoing.  
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I beat Dean to his apartment and let myself in. He gave me my own key to his 
quaint one-bedroom apartment once we became “a couple.” It is comforting to know that 
somebody loves me enough to say in a gesture, “My home is your home.” I turn the lights 
on and set the IHOP plastic bag down on the counter. I open the fridge to see if by chance 
he has some orange juice. No juice, just Gatorade. I never met a man who bought and 
drank so much Gatorade. I grab the orange one since that is the closest to OJ. I crash on 
his couch, turn on his TV, and change the channel. Tonight, I‟d rather watch Housewives 
of New Jersey
3
 than ESPN.  
 Dean calls forty-five minutes into the show to tell me his on his way. I say, “No 
rush, I‟m just watching rich housewives spend their husbands‟ money like it is going out 
of style.” But, what I‟m really thinking is, “Finally, it is about time.” You get used to 
waiting for your boyfriend when he is a football coach and you cherish the minutes and 
hours of alone time. Another fifteen minutes later I can hear him wrestling with his key in 
the lock. He opens the door and I smile. “Ah, dear, I‟m so hungry” he says. 
“Well, you might need to microwave it. I think it is cold.” He grabs the Styrofoam 
boxes out of the bag and places them in the microwave. He walks over to me lying on the 
couch and says, “I love you Tanya Raquel.” My heart smiles again as he kisses my 
forehead. I perk myself up on my elbow and say, “I love you too.” Without even skipping 
a beat I mumble, “Ok, you have to tell me something and you have tell me the truth. Do 
hostesses really have sex with recruits?”  
                                                 
3
 Housewives of New Jersey is a reality television show comprised of wealthy women 
with limitless pocketbooks, considerable amounts of time to shop for the latest fashion 
and handbags, they throw extravagant parties and often times get in trivial arguments. 
The drama entertains me, humors me. Yet, at the same time, I think, “If I‟m ever like this, 
just shoot me.” 
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My naiveté must have shocked him as he stumbles in his words, “I don‟t know for 
sure but…ah, some women may, dear” as if to say, “Duh Tanya.”           
Immediately I question him, “Did you have hostesses when you went on 
recruiting visits as a high school athlete?”  
He laughed, “No, Tanya. I told the coaches I did not want one. And, no, I never 
went to the parties.” Dean has learned what questions to answer before they‟re even 
asked. Sometimes, my questions aggravate him because I‟m always investigating and 
trying to get to the bottom of things, especially as they relate to gender.  
Whew, I thought to myself. I lowered myself back down onto the couch because 
my elbow was numb and arm was tired from propping up my upper body. I repositioned 
my pillows and lay my head back down to rest. I didn‟t eat much of my food that night. I 
still felt sick to my stomach; and it was this night that my critique of the role of sport 
hostesses in collegiate football recruiting began while my love for Dean only continued 
to grow stronger.  
I spent the ensuing months observing, listening, journaling and interviewing to 
learn more about the keys to recruiting top athletes from the perspectives of staff and 
graduate assistants affiliated with athletics – often a world that I would rather stand 
outside of. However, at this point there was no denying that I was already enmeshed in it 
due to my position at the academic center, my pursuit of a doctoral degree with a 
specialization in sport psychology and, of course, my relationship with Dean. Dean 
supported my academic pursuit (at times reluctantly) because I think he may have feared 
what I would think of him or what I would do when or if I saw an ugly truth. However, 
what he wanted least was to stand in my way. 
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CHAPTER 2: Time Changes Things – Another Possible Story 
Everyone has an opinion on what to do about female bodies, and sometimes it 
feels as if the only people who get in trouble for holding such opinions are young 
women themselves. Some of us, though, have to live in them, and we each get by 
in our own way. 
- Elisabeth Eaves (2002), Bare: The naked truth about stripping 
 To be frank, I began this dissertation journey, a research project examining sport 
hostess experience, thinking I was different and somehow better than sport hostesses. I 
wanted to critique their world, their culture. Through classes and personal conversations 
with professors and fellow students, I slowly found myself contemplating how I lived my 
life, personally and professionally. The process was emotionally exhausting. To proceed 
with this research project in an authoritative, distant voice seemed impersonal and 
unauthentic to me. When I began, I wanted to write a critical ethnography, exposing 
structures that ensure the maintenance of control by those in power, including a critique 
of both capitalistic economics and male hegemony (Hatch, 2002).  
 My objective was to reveal the kinds and extent of oppression that are being  
 
experienced by sport hostesses. With the exposure of oppression would come the call for  
 
awareness, resistance and solidarity (Hatch, 2002). I wanted my research to challenge  
 
existing power structures and promote resistance to that structure. However, I could not  
 
claim that a critical ethnography would give all participants involved a better  
 
understanding of their role and oppression in the student-athlete recruitment process even  
 
though I believed the discourse we would share might increase their awareness of the  
 
inequities of student-athlete recruitment. However, the more and more I read and learned,  
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I felt like I was not bridging gaps and identifying with sport hostesses. I was “othering”  
 
and “naming” them as oppressed and used.  Yet, I started to more fully understand that  
 
this might not be the case from their perspective.  
Finding Courage  
 A year and a half ago I called my Dad a week after learning about hostesses‟ role in 
recruiting. I told him that I wanted to change my dissertation idea from female athletes‟ 
experiences of having their fathers as coaches to sport hostesses‟ role in collegiate 
football. I knew this was going to be way too much for Dad to consume. I‟m his baby 
girl.  
 I call him as I am driving my car on my way home after a long day of work, class 
and conference calls. “Is this THE Steve Prewitt?”  
 “Yes, I think so” he replies, knowing it is me.  
 “Are you my father?” I say, jokingly. I say this to Dad when we‟ve waited way too 
long to pick up the phone and reconnect.  
 “Well, I think I might be.” We both laugh. Dad has an incredible way of making me 
feel light-hearted. “What‟s up, Tan?” 
 “Well, Dad, I have been thinking that I might want to change my dissertation idea 
after hearing some pretty grotesque stuff. But, I will have to do some more investigative 
work and research.”  
 “Oh, yeah? What „ya changing it to?” Dad‟s nonchalant manner causes me to 
giggle.  
 “A study on sport hostesses. From what I hear, they are college girls seeking status 
or to be popular through affiliation with NCAA Division I athletes. Dad, they are 
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oppressed by the powerful gatekeepers of sport who just happen to be men. I think I may 
have gotten ahead of myself. Do you know who sport hostesses are?”  
 “No.”  
 I finally made it home and sit at my dining room table, pulling out the 2008-2009 
NCAA Manual and I continue, “Ok, well, let me fill you in before I get too carried away. 
Regrettably, one way of recruiting top student-athletes is through employing student 
hosts and hostesses, under terms sanctioned by the NCAA. According to NCAA 
Guidelines, “The student host must be either a current student-athlete or a student 
designated in a manner consistent with the institution's policy for providing campus visits 
or tours to prospective students in general” (2008 – 2009 Division I NCAA Manual, p. 
107). More specifically, Bylaw 13. 6. 7. 5 on Student Hosts states: 
The institution may provide the student host entertaining a prospective student-
athlete a maximum of $30 for each day of the visit to cover all actual costs of 
entertaining the student host(s) and the prospective student-athlete (and the 
prospective student-athlete's parents, legal guardians or spouse), excluding the 
cost of meals and admission to campus athletics events (2008 – 2009 Division I 
NCAA Manual, p. 107). 
Dad, isn‟t that crazy?” 
 There‟s no response on the other end. “Dad?” 
 “Yes, Tanya. I‟m here.”  
 He doesn‟t say anything. I can only imagine the thoughts going through my 
father‟s head. I used to be the All-American daughter. However, I know that now I 
challenge too many status quos for Dad. He loves me but my courage and feisty spirit 
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scare him, especially being so far away where he cannot protect me. Yet, I think he 
smiles inside because I have become the woman he inspired me to be. I know he must be 
saying to himself, “This damned little daughter of mine is thinking she is invincible once 
again.”   
 I start talking just to break the awkwardness of the silence on the other end of the 
phone. “Dad, apparently, it is no secret that hostesses help football programs lasso top 
recruits. A guy wrote about it in a 1987 Sports Illustrated article (Wolff, 1987). I‟ve been 
doing some research on it. The most fascinating thing, Dad, is that colleges and 
universities have made name changes for the title of hostesses; these women are still used 
for recruiting tactics at universities and I know that men hold powerful sport positions. 
For real, it doesn‟t take a rocket scientist to figure that out. Since men rule the sport 
world, the emphasis on the body in sport contributes to the development and continued 
practices of cultural violence and objectification of women in sport. Dad, the exploitative 
and sexual culture of sport is maintained by stakeholders who allow it to persist. People 
in positions like coaches, athletic administrators in sport institutions and the media allow 
this to happen (Fisher & Dzikus, 2009). Dad, some of these things would never fly 
outside of sport. I stop myself to get some air and I think to myself, Wow, sometimes I 
can be long-winded. “Dad, are you still there?” 
 “Oh, I‟m here” he laughs.  
 I don‟t even hesitate to tell him more. I feel a need to convince Dad that this is 
important. When Dad knows I think something is important, he takes me seriously. “Dad, 
to mask some of the sexual exploits in sport hostess practices, men were added as hosts to 
assist the hostesses after allegations to the NCAA that hostess practices were sexist. 
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However, with name changes for hosting practices and the addition of male hosts, it 
seems that the NCAA is simply downplaying practices that some deem controversial and 
immoral; really just hang out and drive the vans around. Whenever one encounters name 
changes in language it is a good sign that one has stumbled on a delicate subject 
(DeSevigne & Rousseau, 2000). Dad, sport hostesses are a delicate subject! The name 
change is used to obscure something that is negatively valued or would prove to be an 
embarrassment if stated more bluntly; these name changes are used to obscure the use of 
coercion (DeSevigne & Rousseau, 2000). Language is historically positioned politically 
and culturally and these histories have power (Fisher & Anders, 2010). Dad, do you get 
what I‟m saying?” I plead for him to hear me, to understand me. 
 “I get that you‟re telling me that you‟re doing this and your father is not going to 
stop you”, he sarcastically mutters.  
      “Dad, I‟m serious. Even though these hostesses are no longer called, “Hurricane 
Honeys”, “Gator Getters” or “Bengal Babes” and some may have the power to change 
the name of sport hostesses due to politics and histories, sport hostesses‟ duties have not 
changed. Sometimes oppression occurs in the unconscious daily assumptions, habits, and 
norms of people who are sometimes unaware that they are facilitating oppression 
(Young, 2004). Dad, these women are oppressed and they don‟t even know it.” I have no 
more breath so I have to stop talking to inhale some air. I wish I could see Dad face-to-
face to see his responses rather than having to guess what they are.  
 “Tanya, I know you well enough to know that you are passionate about this. But, 
I‟m worried that some crazy Southern hick is going to be upset that you are doing a study 
like this. Tanya, people are nuts and you can‟t put anything past them. You might be 
16 
 
bursting somebody‟s bubble that they don‟t want popped. You ever think why nobody 
else has done something like this before?” He laughs. “Because they aren‟t as bullheaded 
as you. But you know what? I didn‟t raise you to back down. I didn‟t raise you to be a 
sissy.” Tina and me, two daughters with a strong Dad who openly talks about how he 
made the two of us do a lot of physical labor as young girls and encouraged us to play 
sports. He will often say, “I never had boys, but I got the best of both worlds - tough, 
strong daughters. I never needed to have boys.” My sister, Teen - her family nickname, 
and I take pride in the fact that Dad raised us to be self-sufficient. Dad continues on while 
I‟m thinking about how he and Mom raised Tina and me, “So, go give „em hell. But, be 
smart and tell me when you‟re done. Then, as soon as you‟re finished, you get the hell 
out of dodge.” We both laugh. I think, Dad does not always agree with me. However, 
eventually, with time, he comes around and is a big supporter of my dreams. Behind his 
sometimes “hard ass” persona, he is a soft teddy bear who just wants his girls to be 
happy.  
 “Dad, I know this is racy. But, I don‟t want to go through the motions. That‟s just 
not me. I take the hard way around.” 
 “Yeah, that‟s how I know you‟re my kid. Well, I love you, Tan. I gotta go see the 
banker to see how much I owe him today,” he laughs, and in doing so makes me laugh 
too.  
 “Ok, Dad. I love you.”  
 “I love you, too. Give „em hell, kid,” he says before he hangs up the phone. At 
this moment, I realize I can find the courage to move forward with a study on sport 
hostesses.  
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 As usual, time changes things. Months later I realize through my evaluation of 
ethics in sport, I realized that first and foremost, winning for high performance sports has 
become the bottom line. In addition, at the end of the day, the bottom line equals money 
for sport stakeholders (Eitzen, 1993). I decided the capitalistic nature of the our nation 
causes money to motivate people which then leads to unethical behavior and to “winning 
at all costs” (DeSensi & Rosenberg, 2003). Even more so, due to the demands of winning 
and making money in sport today, individuals have the luxury of forgetting their social 
and ethical responsibilities to individuals, institutions, and society at large. If one wins, 
social responsibility seems to be downplayed. I think that often adherence to ethical and 
moral standards has become a lofty goal rather than a reality for many athletic 
departments (DeSensi & Rosenberg, 2003). I found myself thinking that the practice of 
implementing hostesses for college recruiting was not only unethical but also that sport 
administrators, coaches, and most sport stakeholders have neglected to acknowledge the 
true purpose of sport hostesses because of the financial gain they potentially provide to 
universities. I was angry, frustrated and saddened that women would be used in this way. 
Although, in June of 2009 my perception began to change, I originally started to 
conceptualize a research project that would examine the sport hostess experience and was 
solely focused on young female sport hostesses‟ oppression because I failed to see how 
similar I was to them. Sport hostesses tend to be attractive young women and it is not rare 
for them to be stereotyped as women whose main purpose is to be affiliated with football 
players and programs. Due to my Christian upbringing and beliefs, I was reminded of the 
words of Mother Theresa, “If you judge people, you have no time to love them.” I 
became tired of being judged for being in love with a football coach. I am fully aware of 
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the stereotypes of women who date successful, powerful men in careers like the NFL or 
DI collegiate coaching. In fact, I would be lying if I said that there was never a time when 
I held these stereotypes as truths as much as anyone else. Things changed when I was the 
one being named. I was placed into an identity like a Christmas present suffocating in a 
box much too small. This identity placed on me was much too tight and conforming. 
With this personal suffocation through being labeled “a wannabe trophy wife” or 
“groupie” I slowly started unpacking my restricting stereotypes of women involved with 
men in elite and popular sports like basketball or football. I feared being hypocritical and 
did not want to suffocate a young woman into one identity when she surely has many 
(Layton, 1998) like I do.  
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CHAPTER 3: Performing for the Audience –                                                                   
My Own and Other Women‟s Multiple Selves 
Performativity points to how identities, and thus life stories, are not easily  
adopted or changed…but accrue gradually.  
    -Sarah Jones (2005), Autoethnography: Making the personal political 
 As I unpacked my stereotypes of sport hostesses, I realized we probably had a lot 
in common. I wear high heels, make-up, and feel most confident when my hair is 
straightened or curled rather than when it is pulled loosely back in a sloppy ponytail. But, 
wait – I am most confident when I “look” like hostesses; here I go again assuming sport 
hostesses are most confident in a feminine identity. To see a woman as only a sport 
hostess is much too conforming. Like all stories, my story is partial and fragmented due 
to my own experience and interpretations (Jones, 2005). Sometimes, opening my mind 
even further is a work in progress. I am trying.  
 For instance, I don‟t even know if I would have admitted that, yes, even I, 
someone who claims she is a feminist, would like to be seen as sexy from time-to-time 
until I read stories in Rebecca Walker‟s (1995) to be real. I realized that the 
contradictions in my life are normal somehow and I can embrace feminism and the reality 
of who I am. Walker‟s words resounded in me when she wrote that she struggled with the 
same thoughts I had. Thoughts that: 
A feminist woman must never compromise herself, must never make concessions 
for money or for love, must always be devoted to the uplift of her gender, must 
only make an admirable and selfless livelihood, preferably working for a 
women‟s organization. She fears that if she wants to be spanked before sex, wants 
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to own a BMW, is a Zen priest, wants to be treated “like a lady” prioritizes racial 
oppression over gender oppression, loves misogynist hip-hop music, still speaks 
to the father that abused her, gets married, wants to raise three kids on a farm in 
Montana, etc., that she can‟t be a feminist (p. xxxii). 
After reading more and more of the compilation of stories and being informed by 
Walker (1995), I realized I can still be a feminist and wear fashionable clothing, and, God 
forbid, I get a French pedicure once a year if I feel like having pretty toes. However, I 
still don‟t know how to wear stiletto heels to the workplace and be respected. Maybe, 
with time, I will figure that out, too. If they were more comfortable, I probably would, if I 
honestly believed those in power would respect me. In my mind, by wearing stiletto 
heels, I would just become eye candy. I like to think that the majority of the time I can 
find the happy medium. I can dress nice, not too sexy and wear make-up but not too 
much because I want – wait, let me rephrase that - I need to be respected. I want to be 
seen as competent first and foremost.  
I am not convinced that this is possible if the first thing people notice is my looks. 
I downplay my looks, actually, a lot of times. For goodness sake, how can I become a 
professor if I dress to accentuate what God gave me? Dean tells me that he thinks I could 
wear sexier clothes from time to time. However, in academia, I am not looking to be 
accepted for attractiveness - I want to be accepted for ideas, hard work, and competence. 
My friend Sar tells me I should use my femininity and sexiness to work for me. I am not 
yet convinced of this, either. She says, “Hillary Clinton is „old school‟ so stop trying to 
dress like her.”  
 I have convinced myself that to attain a career in academia I must dress 
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conservatively because looks are not quite as important as they are for, let‟s say, a 
woman aspiring to be an intern in Community Relations for an NBA team or an 
experienced marketer trying to make it in DI sports. Plus, I think to myself, If I dressed 
sexy, would I be sexy enough? I could not compete with the clothes some women wear to 
work. I would feel too restricted, too awkward sitting at my desk, paranoid that 
somebody could see up my skirt or down my shirt. At work, my competency levels 
would drastically decrease if I suffered paranoia regarding the slit in my skirt or the 
cleavage revealed by my v-neck shirt.  
In a world of college athletics, I am not the one who is able to name “sexy”; I 
know it is those in power. In a work environment, I prefer competency to sexiness, but 
that is my personal choice. Nonetheless, I am very conscious of how I present myself to 
the world. Performativity is the repetition of norms and these norms gain power each 
time we practice them (Butler, 1993). What is “traditional” or “normal” in one career, 
one culture, and one community may not be what is accepted in another.  
  As I continued to do research, my belief that male hegemonic ideals and values 
held in sport are integral to the branding, buying and selling of women to recruit young 
men to come to the university were reinforced. Athletics is a prominent site for the 
construction and reproduction of masculinity, heterosexuality and hegemonic gender 
practices due to its cultural power and economic force (Dunning, 1999). Unfortunately, 
the conservative culture of sport creates the perception that social change is impossible 
and that sexism is an inescapable element of sport (Barber & Krane, 2003). Sex and sport 
seem to go “hand-in-hand” in our society; it is not uncommon for women to be portrayed 
as sex objects in sport. When considering sport hostess identity, I believe we cannot 
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understate the power and pervasiveness of hegemonic masculinity and femininity in the 
sporting community and the hold that such conceptions have over young females.   
 Gender construction centers on the power of the “male gaze” and the different 
meanings given to sexiness in various contexts. In sport hostess practices, sexiness is 
paramount. Connell (2002) suggests that identity is relational, and, that for women, often 
times, identity means comparing oneself to other women. Further, race or class of women 
does not change the centrality of the male gaze. Female identity can be a statement about 
the assumed male gaze, a presentation of the self in relation to that gaze even if the main 
audience is female.  
  Thus, maybe we all are performing the norms that will get us to where we most 
want to be in the future. Slowly, I am realizing that I am someone who can identify with 
sport hostesses more than most doctoral students in Sport Studies, especially all of the 
men in sport programs. I began realizing this when I reflected back on my first formal 
observation of a football recruiting visit in mid-January, the time when I began to pursue 
my research agenda more actively. 
 From early on, I am nervous, thinking, I don‟t belong in this recruitment meeting. 
I sense the messiness of the situation when a male academic counselor tells me how 
“pretty” I look. In a weird way, I feel like I am a hostess, “all primped up for the guys”, 
even though I am in conservative brown pants and a sport coat. Even more so, Dean was 
not all that excited that I was going to be there even though he supported my research 
idea. He guaranteed me that I‟d get hit on by an athlete or coach; however, in my naiveté, 
I said, “No way. I don‟t even know any of the coaches or staff. I am only observing.” 
But, I was an outsider, new “prey” for the male gaze, as I was soon to learn.  
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 I maneuvered my way into the back of the study room where chairs were lined up 
theater-style in front of a PowerPoint screen. The players and coaches simultaneously 
filed in with parents and hostesses. All of the coaches looked at one another and then me 
as if to say, “Who is this chick? I haven‟t seen her before.” My focus remained at the 
front of the room as if to say, “I‟m not interested” even though I could feel their eyes 
piercing me like fire.  
 The athletes appeared to be uninterested in anything presented by the academic 
counselors as they were laughing and joking with one another, flirting with their 
hostesses sitting on one side to them and talking with their parents on the other side. The 
hostesses dressed flamboyantly with bright colors, make-up and tight clothes. I noticed 
the majority seemed to be White, blonde women. I, too, am White and blonde – well, at 
least sandy blonde. I immediately found myself recollecting what Sophia had told me 
earlier in the week – how an African American football player in her class said he wished 
he could choose his own hostess. Even more so, she told me how another Black athlete 
asked excitedly, “Doesn‟t my hostess look like Carrie Underwood?” I then reminded 
myself to get back on task and focus on the recruiting visit I was to observing. Four 
attractive women, two White, one Black and one Hispanic, all in their mid-20s to mid-
30s did a presentation while a middle-aged Black male academic counselor presided. Yet, 
it seemed that few recruits listened to the message they had to convey – there was a lot of 
gazing, wandering of eyes and turning of heads.  
Before I knew it, the formal presentation was over. Gradually, groups of parents, 
hostesses, players and coaches left the room for a formal tour. Slowly, I made my way to 
the double doors when Coach Henry suddenly and awkwardly approached me. His neck 
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was cocked as if to get closer to me, he extended his hand and introduced himself. I 
responded by rudely muttering, “I‟m Tanya, Tanya Prewitt.” He asked if I worked here 
and I thought to myself, Duh, do I look like a hostess? Yet, I knew I couldn‟t say that so I 
said, “Yes.” With that, I briskly walked away without giving him a chance to respond. I 
don‟t know what got into me, but I was irritated. I was rude which was unlike me and I 
did not know exactly why I had that reaction; it might have been my awareness that 
exactly what Dean feared had happened. There was no doubt Coach Henry was hitting on 
me.  
I thought, perhaps, I ruined any of my chances to interview the full-time coaches 
at this point. I tried to tiptoe my way through the dominance and hegemony as gracefully 
as possible but I had not done so well. However, for some reason I felt satisfied and 
content with what I had done. I had no desire to get any closer to the circle of sleaze that I 
was already in. I had situated myself as someone who would have to be an outsider to 
these coaches (aside from Dean) after my interaction with Coach Henry. Dean also soon 
severed his ties with the coaching staff because of professional reasons. All of these 
aspects came together and shaped my evolving research ideas; I was onto something but 
also realized the male gaze in football was very real and personal. 
 Additionally, identity work makes a visible statement about one‟s sexual 
availability and will to attract (Epstein & Johnson, 1998). For the sport hostess, the 
ability to attract the young recruit bolsters one‟s female identity and, therefore, the sport 
hostess can be found performing femininity (Butler, 1993). The stereotypical “sexy” 
woman - a certain kind of cultivation of one‟s bodily appearance brings with it a look, a 
look the sport hostess needs to perfect in order to be deemed valuable to recruiting.  
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As young people become adults, sexual attractiveness seems to be highly valued, 
and the heterosexual male gaze continues to define the status of the girl (Oinas, 1998). I 
believe sport hostesses attain status through the male consumption of their hegemonic 
sexiness. It is the symbolic cultural capital of the sport hostess sexiness accrued via 
consumption patterns. These young females‟ status and prestige are linked to visual 
displays of consumption from men. Thus, is it any wonder women become obsessed with 
outward appearance, especially sport hostesses whose praise on the job requires feminine 
physical attractiveness?  
 The truth of the matter is that I don‟t want to see my body as a personal 
improvement project, but it is. I think about Sophia and I meeting at Menchie‟s, a frozen 
yogurt chain earlier in the week.  As the two of us are creating our yummy yogurt and 
topping concoctions at the trendy shoppe, I look at Sophia and say, “this is the last thing I 
need.”  
“Oh girl, me neither but it is so good. We can start dieting tomorrow,” she laughs. 
“Well, the spare tire around my midsection is growing so it is in my best interest 
to start tomorrow,” I say sarcastically back to her.  
“Girl, I need to start doing 500 crunches a day because this tummy is not going to 
look pretty in the two-piece I bought for my trip to Miami next month. Sheesh, I better 
get on it,” Sophia replies.  
“All I have to say is – we are getting old,” I chuckle. “In fact, just this morning as 
I washed my face I thought, „Dang, I look old.‟”  
Sophia shakes her head, “Tanya, you do not.” 
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I laugh, “Really, I can see new wrinkles forming under my eyes that I don‟t recall 
being there when I first started my Ph.D. program.” 
“Well, that‟s what happens or so my momma says,” Sophia says making fun of 
me now.  
 This conversation reminded me as I stand in front of my mirror brushing my teeth 
later that evening, time changes things, all sorts of things.  I guess I‟m not alone: 
“American girls today make the body into an all-consuming project in ways young 
women of the past did not” (Brumberg, 1997, p. 27). This constant evaluation of body 
size is an aspect of a much a bigger problem. The heart of the problem lies beneath these 
harmful images “designed ” to express vulnerability, male dominance, dependence, and 
the trivialization of women‟s position in contemporary society. I remind myself, 
however, that it is important to refrain from thinking of sport hostesses as passive pawns 
manipulated by economic and political interests of sport gatekeepers.  
Sport hostesses actively engage with their environment and read the culture of football in 
particular ways. It is not a one-way transmission or indoctrination, but rather an 
interaction between the football culture and sport hostesses. Paradoxically, while acting 
as agents, sport hostesses are also being inscribed by the discourses of success, status, 
and recognition that are presented for women in our society (albeit in stereotypical 
hegemonic ways). To many in our culture, sport hostesses are the epitome of success – 
beautiful, affiliated with Division I athletics, and young college students. As I stand 
watching myself in the mirror as I rinse the excess toothpaste from my mouth I think, I 
have begun to understand this better as I have more interaction with both men and 
women affiliated with football. 
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Time to Stop Telling with Authority of the Critic 
 Dean and I had been dating for quite some time when I had a conversation that 
utterly changed my perspective. I was talking with a male superior, Reginald, whom I 
respected and who was revered in the college community. Reginald and I had a cordial, 
professional relationship but did not often divulge personal matters on the job. However, 
I could recall comments he had made regarding his opinions of hostesses and women 
affiliated with coaches and athletes. Finally, one day, as I sat in Reginald‟s pristine office, 
I could no longer keep silent as though I was not one of “those” women. As I sat in front 
of Reginald‟s desk I claimed my positionality confidently for the first time. I looked 
Reginald straight in the eyes and said, “You know, what makes my research messy?” I 
didn‟t wait for his response and continued on, “I date a coach, a coach that used to work 
here and now works for another team. Like you, I thought women who dated men in 
positions like my boyfriend only wanted status and money. However, I‟m learning those 
are stereotypes people want us to believe and that women can be competent, determined, 
ambitious, and attractive and be in love with a football coach.” 
 Reginald was completely and utterly stunned. I could tell he never imagined that 
the words I just spoke would come out of my mouth. His wheels were turning in his head 
but no words left his lips. He uttered, “Well, I don‟t foresee that lasting long.” I laughed, 
not because I was insecure, but because I knew very well that the complexity 
overwhelmed him; I didn‟t feel my love for Dean was not a passing phase. I was 
reminded this day that people have their right to their own opinions, but that I will never 
let someone else‟s opinions or judgments tell me who I can or cannot be.  
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 Thus, I started to see that I wanted to stop “telling with authority.” I began to 
examine my own insecurities and fragmented selves (Ellis, 1997). Even though I don‟t 
find myself submissive, women who are not submissive to men and are successful in 
careers can find themselves performing “feminine” a conflict within and between their 
personal and social identities (Layton, 1998). This can leave women experiencing 
fragmentation, and sometimes, I feel fragmented. Postmodernism challenges 
heterosexism, reified notions of gender identity, repressed forms of sexual expression and 
takes into account that we all are individuals struggling to bring together all of our 
fragments without dismissing their existence (Layton, 1998). 
 Undoubtedly, many women have to negotiate their way through mixed messages 
and contradictions that, on the one hand, suggest independence and strength, and, on the 
other, convey compliance, vulnerability, and oppression (Hoskins, 2002). I, too, feel 
independent and strong, but also vulnerable. However, this is all part of the fragmentation 
and contradiction we each live with on a daily basis. For women, as many feminist 
scholars have pointed out, contemporary Western society contains both images of 
strength and independence along with images of vulnerability and passivity (Bordo, 
1993; Brumberg, 1997). Sport hostesses, like me, create themselves not within a fixed, 
limited community with definite rules and norms, but within a variety of complex spaces 
(Layton, 1998). As I continued to search deeper and look closer at identity and the world 
in which sport hostesses live, I kept finding that I am so much like them – we negotiate 
multiple identities. Thus, I came to a point where I do not want to neglect any part of 
myself or other women. I realized that there are multiple ways of being a woman and 
women‟s wide array of experiences due to race, class, sexuality, ethnicity and upbringing 
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deems articulation (Layton, 1998). Most importantly, even with our multiple selves, 
identities, experiences and fragmentation, we still are uniquely whole.  
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CHAPTER 4: Seeing the Connection between Personal and Social –                              
Can I Change My Story? 
[Autoethnography takes]…the personal, concrete, and mundane details of 
experience as a window to understand the relationships between self and other or  
between individual and community. 
    - Sarah Jones (2005), Autoethnography: Making the personal political 
 With the culmination of my experiences, I began to realize that I could not and 
would not proceed with this research project by projecting oppressions, identities and 
labels onto other women while never exposing my own. If I were to proceed with such a 
project and never explain my own positionality, my very personal experiences, and my 
interpretations, I would not be able to capture the emotional and complex experiences of 
not only the young sport hostesses, but also myself. So, ultimately, I chose 
autoethnography instead of critical ethnography. In fact: 
Autoethnography works to hold self and culture together, albeit not in equilibrium 
or stasis. Autoethnography writes a world in a state of flux and movement – 
between story and context, writer and reader, crises and denouement. It creates 
charged moments of clarity, connection and change (Jones, 2005).  
By revealing myself, I also revealed culture and showed the growth and changes I made 
personally while giving readers moments to connect and identify with NCAA DI football 
culture from my perspective.  
 In a seminar presentation on conducting research, a tenured professor stated that 
doing research was really about doing “me search.” I have to say that I have found a topic 
that compels me, sport hostess experiences and recruiting practices, a topic that drives me 
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to learn and understand more. In doing so, I have started to think about how I need to 
connect to, not disassociate myself from, these young women. Even more so, this has 
caused a transformation in which I find myself wanting to connect my personal 
experiences with my academic pursuits and my emotional responses to my thoughts 
(Ellis, 1997).  
 I want to be authentic (if there is such a thing) and connected. I could not 
genuinely connect with these women if I focused on our differences and denied our many 
similarities. This, above all, was my epiphany before starting the formal dissertation 
project, just like when I was playing in an all-star basketball game and Dad told me not to 
be afraid of anybody on that court because “they pee the same way I do.” As I walked 
into the old rugged gym filled with the regional top basketball talent, I laughed, and, still, 
today it makes me grin.  
  I, often times, refer to my personal feelings and then compare my experiences to 
those of other people (Ellis, 1997). However, with all of these insecurities I have always 
valued my ability to relate to people. Before beginning this project, I hoped that 
autoethnography would open up the door and bring out both my academic and personal 
strength, the ability to relate to people. 
 I also hoped this project would allow me to reveal to people the world in which 
sport hostesses live, and in the meantime, help me personally make sense of the life I live 
(Ellis, 1997). I knew this meant I needed to reveal my individual vulnerabilities (allowing 
me to connect with others) and the human condition of being a woman in a man‟s field of 
sport, whether it is because of a profession, a hostess opportunity, an internship, a social 
connection, a romantic relationship, or any combination of these. Autoethnography could 
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help me reveal the complexities of the lives of sport hostesses and also my own; it could 
also bring to life the story of how hearts respond simultaneously at moments while 
remain offbeat at others. I am present throughout the entire story, sometimes front and 
center and sometimes in the periphery (Ellis, 1997). As Goodall (1997) states, “we are 
never detached neutral observers” (p. 127). Thus, in autoethnography I did not bracket 
my feelings, assumptions and biases but exposed them and left them to be analyzed by 
both the reader and me (Ellis, 1999).  
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CHAPTER 5: Autoethnographic Methodology – My Personal Narrative  
The methodology is the story (Ellis, 1997; Ellis, 2004; Brayboy, 2005).  
…we have to figure out how to open up spaces for others to tell about their lives, 
but at least this method – storytelling about life epiphanies – is a strategy that 
most people employ in their everyday lives. It‟s a familiar form. 
- Carolyn Ellis (1997), Evocative ethnography: 
Writing emotionally about our lives 
There is nothing more theoretical or analytical than a good story…I would argue 
that a story‟s generalizability is always being tested – not in the traditional way 
through random samples of respondents, but by readers as they determine if a 
story speaks to them about their experience or about the lives of others they know. 
 - Carolyn Ellis (2004), The ethnographic I:  
  A methodological novel about autoethnography 
Stories often are the guardians of cumulative knowledges that hold a place in the 
psyches of the group members, memories of tradition, and reflections of power. 
Hearers ultimately understand the nuances in stories and recognize the onus for 
hearing is placed on the hearer rather than the speaker delivering a clearly 
articulated message.  
-Bryan Brayboy (2005), Toward a tribal critical race theory in education 
So, let me begin by telling you about a night in July of 2009 when I‟m sitting 
alone, all alone in my room. I‟m wrestling with my own thoughts. It is 12:30 am and I‟m 
thinking about my comprehensive exams. It seems to be an endless venture, the 
dissertation process. It is an isolating feeling, writing all alone. Dean, is so far away and 
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working hard to reach his dream of being a successful coach. I am proud of him and love 
him but it sure is harder than I ever thought it would be. While we both try to accomplish 
our individual goals, the distance is more straining on our relationship than either one of 
us had bargained for. I contemplate and converse with myself: I don‟t know how to do 
this anymore. I don‟t know how to make all of this work. How do I finish a Ph.D. and 
write a dissertation that is supposed to scrutinize the world in which Dean works? How 
do I criticize coaches and yet I‟m in love with one? I‟m madly in love with one. Dean is a 
coach that works long hours. I wish he was still here. It is a strain being 7 hours away 
and a hell of a long drive to make in a weekend. Ugh, this is hard but I got to just relax. 
These are my thoughts as I sit alone in my room late one Thursday night. I‟m sad that I 
won‟t be able to see Dean over the weekend. I am disappointed that I will be alone, 
writing about the culture of Division I football.  
Dean and I argue when we go long amounts of time without being together. There 
are mostly good days. However, sometimes I feel it is only a matter of time before we 
argue again. This is not because we are mad with one another, but because we are 
frustrated that we can‟t be together. I sit alone with these thoughts, over-analyzing my 
reality when my phone rings. Oh, thank goodness, it is Sarah, I think to myself. Sarah has 
been my friend since grade school. She is a breath of fresh air in my life and a constant 
confidante. She is that one friend that I know, no matter what, I can never lose. 
Everybody should have one friend like Sar, I think to myself. She resides in L.A. now and 
has a successful career conducting legal research on cancer. After completing a 
Bachelor‟s degree from UW-Madison, she went to school to attain her paralegal 
certification from UCLA while working full-time. Sar does a lot, but never gives herself 
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the credit she deserves. She is an amazing woman who takes chances and goes after her 
dreams. In the midst of chasing all these dreams, like me, she wonders if her life will ever 
settle down. We connect during our two-hour phone conversations about life, work, and 
finding and keeping love.   
I answer my bright pink Blackberry and say, “Thank goodness you called.”  
“Why? What‟s up giiiirl?, she says jokingly and I already feel assured that 
everything will be okay. How does she know that I‟m having “a moment” when she is 
time zones away?, I wonder. It doesn‟t matter what mood I‟m in, it is okay when it comes 
to Sar. No matter what, I can‟t lose Sarah, who is not my biological sister but my soul 
sister:  
 “Sar, I just don‟t know how to make everything work in my life right now. My 
dissertation is going to take so much time and energy and if Dean and I argue like we 
have been, how can we possibly make it work? I can‟t think about him, I can‟t think 
about us, and all the “what ifs” confuse me. I can‟t theorize and think so much that my 
brain hurts. I can‟t think so much if him and I are not doing well.” 
“Awe, Tan.” Tan is the nickname that many of my childhood friends and family 
have for me; and I love this nickname. It makes me feel connected even though I‟m miles 
away from those I love most in life. Thank goodness for phones. Sarah continues, “I 
thought you‟d make it work. It seems like such a good scenario with his first year away 
and your last year of your Ph.D. I thought that maybe it was good timing.” 
“I don‟t know, Sar. Maybe life isn‟t about timing.” I pause. “I don‟t know. I don‟t 
know what to say or what to feel. I am definitely suffering paralysis from analysis.” I 
think to myself, Wow, sport psychology terminology transfers into my everyday language 
36 
 
with friends and family so fluidly when they may have no idea what I am referring to. I 
continue, “There are so many things that I need to negotiate right now. I‟ve been in 
school for so long and I‟m in love with a man that making a career as a professor seems 
almost impossible. Gosh, I need to live for the moment, be in the moment just like I tell 
athletes. But, right now I feel like I could just fast-forward one year. I‟m scared I‟m 
going to lose him.”  
 “Tanya, that seems nothing like you. Scared? You? The only time I‟ve ever 
known you to be scared is when you‟re in love. You‟re not scared of failing, being broke, 
looking ridiculous; you‟re not scared of so many things yet you‟re scared of being in 
love.” I am grateful for Sarah and her gracious pep talk.  
 “I know…that‟s the thing. I‟ve been writing in this comp about how we all have 
these identities and they‟re so varied. It depends on where we are and why we‟re there. 
Some people see me as independent and having the world together - I have an 
assistantship in sport psychology, I‟m a Student Representative of an international 
organization, I‟m working towards a Ph.D., I have a wonderful family – but, I sometimes 
feel like I can‟t make love work. And…I don‟t know how to do this…I don‟t know how 
to write about this.” My words and thoughts are scattered all over the place and Sarah 
knows that, sometimes, this is just me – so many thoughts that they all are verbalized in a 
random mess.  
 “Ok, Tan, what exactly are you having problems with?” she asks.   
 “Well, I‟m trying to write what is called an autoethnography. It is like placing 
yourself within a culture and knowing that you are no longer outside of the culture but 
part of it. It is writing a story about experiences and thoughts – real ones. I want to write 
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something that matters and gives me the opportunity to, rather than name people‟s 
oppression, to bridge those gaps of differences and show how similar we are even though 
we have different experiences. I want to give people a chance to understand experiences 
and interpret them in their own ways. I am just realizing that I‟m not all that different 
from hostesses. I want to be beautiful, I want to be sexy sometimes. Maybe like them, I 
just want to be loved. Isn‟t that what we all want? To be loved and appreciated and 
needed?” I start to cry. My shoulders shake as I try to gather myself, get myself together. 
I think about how tough I try to be all the time but now all I can do is cry. 
I stop crying and continue, “You see, Sarah, in autoethnography, interactions 
between the researcher and the participants are analyzed which includes “positionality, 
politics, values, and story of the researcher who interacts with others” (Ellis, 2004, p. 27). 
In autoethnography, telling an emotional story that reveals the importance and meaning 
of my experiences will be more important than revealing all of the “facts” (Ellis, 1997). 
A phenomenal autoethnographer, Carolyn Ellis (1997), suggests being “less concerned 
with „historical truth‟ than „narrative truth‟ (p. 129). Also, in Critical Race Theory, a 
Native American - Brayboy (2005) - explains his frustration that his ability to tell great 
stories is seen as a deficit in being able to theorize. He says that stories are theories and: 
are the basis for how our communities work…theory is not simply an abstract 
thought or idea that explains overarching structures of societies and communities; 
theories through stories and other media, are roadmaps for our communities and 
reminders of our individual responsibilities to the survival of our communities (p. 
427). 
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At this moment I feel like I‟m in survival mode. I don‟t like to cry. But all I can do is cry. 
I don‟t want to feel inadequate, nor do I want the man that I love to feel inadequate, 
because his career and mine don‟t measure up, are two different lifestyles. That he can‟t 
give me what I want. I‟m not that demanding. I just want him to love me forever. I guess 
maybe I do want a fairytale.” I stop to fight back the tears. 
 “Whoa, hold on. Tan, you don‟t want a fairytale. You deserve so much and you 
are going places, but we don‟t know where that is quite yet.” She laughs and her laughter 
makes me smile even though she is miles away on the west coast, just minutes away from 
a beautiful California beach. “You have the world before you. You are doing wonderful 
things and your dissertation sounds great. From what you‟ve told me, you can write a 
story!! That‟s so cool and I think you‟ll do a great job. You can bring all your strengths 
together and write about people‟s experiences. You can relate to people at a level that not 
many people can and I think you‟ll write a great story about peoples‟ experiences.”  
My phone hums. I look down at it quick and see that Dean is calling. “Wait, sorry, Sarah 
but Dean is calling me. I got to go. I will call you soon. I love you, girl.” 
 In a rush my beloved friend responds, “Ok, call me. I love you, too.” 
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CHAPTER 6: Revealing Myself is Scary – My Vulnerable Story  
Love often leads to healing, while fear and isolation breed illness.  
And our biggest fear is abandonment.  
- Candace Pert (1997), The molecules of emotion:  
The way you feel how you feel 
 He then learns that in going down into the secrets of his own mind he has 
  descended into the secrets of all minds.  
          - Ralph Waldo Emerson (1986), Nature 
I try to switch over calls but I don‟t make it to Dean‟s phone call in time. He texts 
me: [How could u not know if u want to be 2gether?]. 
      I think, I don‟t know. I really want to be with him. But, I can‟t argue with him on a 
weekly basis and write a dissertation. Am I strong enough? I‟m strong to do a lot of 
things. I would do anything for anyone I cared about and maybe that‟s my fault. Dean 
always says „I‟m soft‟ because of my caring heart and that I put other people before 
myself too much. There‟s a lot of stuff going on back home and I feel like I need to be 
strong for all of them. Do I have enough strength to get through this Ph.D. and have a 
long distance relationship with him, too? Is the distance too much? I don‟t know. These 
are my thoughts – random, scattered and unpredictable.  
I finally text him back: [I don‟t want 2 make u feel inadequate…I can‟t change 
who I am]. 
We text back and forth. It continues, and, in times like this we feel like a war I 
can‟t win. He, too, doesn‟t know if he can make it right. We argue through text, fighting 
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for our love. Finally, he calls once, twice, three times, four times and five times, but I 
can‟t answer because I can‟t cry anymore. I‟m supposed to be strong. I am strong.  
I don‟t know what to say to make it better at this exact moment in time. He texts 
me: [I‟m gonna go 2 bed. I love you. Goodnight]. 
I text: [I love you 2]. 
I cry…and I cry. I sob. Why do I run from love? I don‟t run from much in life. I 
face a lot of fears in the face, but I have a hard time facing love. It is not the first time. 
I ran from Dean from the beginning because of his profession. I had stereotypes in my 
head about what it meant to be dating a coach or even one day what it would maybe look 
like for me to be a coach‟s wife. I could not see it in my mind; I did not fit the mold. I 
had my own dreams. For months, I struggled with how my future plans could possibly 
work with his. How does a woman who critiques sport possibly be in a committed 
relationship with a professional football coach? The irony perplexed me and even made 
me laugh. Yet, despite all the unknowns, I admired and loved Dean because he 
challenged me to think bigger than I ever had in my life. He pushed my buttons and dared 
me to put my own needs before others every once in awhile. With time, Dean held my 
heart in the palm of his hand and true love scared the jeebers out of me. Dean waited 
patiently on me to realize his love for me was real. This is why I love him; however, I ran 
from that love because I was scared it was going to go away. If I focused on my 
academics and my profession, I could not be hurt, and, only I controlled my future. 
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Love Gives Hope 
 I finally stop sobbing and I go to my computer simply out of routine when I don‟t 
know what else to do with myself. Maybe someone has emailed me or maybe I can write 
a little more on a comprehensive exam. Maybe I can, you know, find a little error here or 
there or more often than not, lots of errors that need fixing. I log onto my email and see 
that my mom has sent me an email just now: What? Why is she up so late? It is 11:30 
p.m. in Wisconsin, I think to myself. I go onto AIM
4
 to see if she is on there as lots of 
times Mom doesn‟t know she is on AIM when she turns the computer on. It is my lucky 
night - Mom is online. I message her immediately: [Hey Mom. What are you doing up so 
late?]. 
I wait for her response on the screen. Finally, she types: [I was just emailing you 
how wonderful you are. I just sent it to you. I wanted to tell you that you‟re assertive and 
I‟m proud of you for taking so much initiative for getting so many things together for 
Albie‟s benefit. It means alot to Teen. The last couples of weeks have been a blur and 
thank you for being strong]. 
As I read these words, I think to myself, Why does everyone think I‟m so strong? I 
feel so incredibly weak at this moment. 
I type: [Mom I don‟t feel terrific and I don‟t feel strong right now]. 
She quickly instant messages me back, [Why?]. 
I reply back, [I don‟t know if I can make this work with Dean]. 
I can tell that on her computer back in Mosinee, Mom is hesitating after what she 
has just read. Her silence tells me that she does not know exactly what to say. 
                                                 
4
 America Online Instant Messenger 
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After a few moments that feel like hours, she responds back: [What? Why? What 
happened?]. 
[Idk, Mom. Maybe I expect too much…Idk]. I cry uncontrollably. I‟m a walking 
time bomb that could cry at any given moment. What is wrong with me? I‟m never like 
this – this dramatic, I think to myself.   
Finally, she AIMS me back: [Can I phone you?] 
Without hesitation, I respond: [Yes, please.] 
My phone rings and “Home” appears on the caller id of my cell phone. I miss 
home, the comfort of being home with family where I can just be me. Then, I think, I 
want to be like Mom. A woman who is trying to keep a business afloat, a marriage 
together, caring for her sister-in-law, my Aunt Ruthie who has Down Syndrome and had 
double knee replacement surgery last February. We almost lost her due to surgery 
complications and pneumonia. She is trying to help my sister, Tina, and brother-in-law 
Albie put together a benefit to raise money to pay for all of the cost involved in life 
changes that come with having aggressive muscular dystrophy. Albie was diagnosed last 
fall. Despite all these responsibilities, at 12:30 am she still has time for me. I know Mom 
is not perfect. But, despite her imperfections she has an enormous capacity to love other. 
What incredible love!, I think to myself. 
Mom says on the other end of the phone, “Tanya, what happened?” 
 “Mom, I don‟t know.” I start to cry, tears rolling down my cheek slowly. I‟m still 
sitting on my bed all alone in Knoxville, TN, staring at the wooden decorative words 
hanging on my warm beige wall.  
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“PRECIOUS.”  
            “LOVE.” 
“FAITH.”  
“DREAM.”  
“BELIEVE.” 
Mom and Dad bought these for me when I first moved here to start my graduate 
work. These words seem to be something that I‟m lacking at the moment.  
 “Tanya, I don‟t understand. What happened? This seems like it came out of 
nowhere.”  
“I don‟t know, Mom. It is hard. I feel like the last month of our relationship is 
really high or really low. It is wonderful and fantastic one moment or terrible because of 
the distance. How do you tell someone how you feel over a phone day in and day out? 
How do we keep a relationship strong when the majority of our conversations are made 
with fingers hitting keys on our cell phones? We don‟t have a lot of time and we are 
both trying to accomplish so much. Mom, this hurts. I, finally, as hard as it has been for 
me to do, convinced myself that I could have a career and be with Dean, too. That‟s all I 
want, to be with him. But, I have to finish this Ph.D. I cannot, I will not quit. I‟m so 
close, but so far, and what I write could actually mean something, touch someone,” I 
sigh. I pause to blow my nose. I think to myself, Why does my nose run when I‟m 
emotional? Mom interjects, “I understand, Tanya. I understand. You‟re both going 
through a lot, a lot of changes. He probably doesn‟t know what to expect and he doesn‟t 
know if he is going to have the time to be there for you. And, you don‟t know what to 
expect and where you‟re going to apply for jobs and what jobs will be available. You 
44 
 
don‟t know how life will turn out a year from now, and, you know what? That‟s ok. 
You‟re upset because this is one thing in your life that you don‟t have a lot of control 
over right now.” 
I cry. I cry because I don‟t want to lose him. I don‟t want to lose us. “Mom, is 
love always this hard? Mom, I know he loves me. We try to hold on so tight and don‟t 
want to lose it. It is all we want but maybe we can‟t have it because of our careers? It all 
seems so crazy to me. So nuts.” I can feel my disappointment and frustration escaping 
my nose as I say these words.  
“Tanya, life has a way of working itself out, you know? Give it some time, a 
couple of weeks or maybe more. Let your lives settle down. Give yourself some time to 
see how much you love one another. Maybe you do move there. Maybe you give 
everything up that you thought was what you wanted for something even better. Let go 
and let God, Tanya.” Mom always says something so positive and utopian. I wonder if 
that‟s how she gets by in life, kidding herself that things are so much rosier than they 
truthfully are “in real life.”  
“Mom, I don‟t know how to do all this” I interrupt.  
“Tan, relax. You will find a way. Fight for what you want. Love finds a way, God 
makes a way.” 
She is right, I know. He has made a way before, and, at this very moment, all I 
want is my Mom‟s hug. It is incredible how a mother‟s love is all you long for when 
you‟re upset and “having a moment” long after you‟re supposed to be “grown.” I realize 
you always need your mom, no matter how old you are. 
I sigh, “I know. I just want to make it right.”  
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Mom says, “Yeah, I understand. It is ok.” 
“But this feel like it is all so much to take in,” I say, once again, not fully 
convinced. 
“God makes a way and if you love Dean and he loves you…you both will make 
some sacrifices. Love is about sacrifice. Life is not always perfect, Tanya,” Mom says 
wisely. Mom is always more wise than I give her credit for.   
“Yeah, I know. I can‟t be arguing with him when I‟m trying to finish this degree,” 
I reiterate. 
“Then, don‟t. It can be that easy. Sometimes, we make life more difficult and 
complex than it has to be.” Mom is right; I tend to gravitate towards complexity. Maybe 
this is just my nature, I think to myself.  
“My head hurts, Mom. It hurts. I‟m trying to write about sport and athletics and 
hostesses and me and him. I criticize, I analyze, and I theorize. Mom, I don‟t know if I 
have even taken the time to tell you everything I‟m trying to do.” 
“Ok, well, what is it that you‟re trying to do?” Mom replies so simply. 
“I‟ve taken a really drastic move. Instead of critiquing and naming these women 
as oppressed and people as oppressors, people as sexist and demeaning, I want to show, 
reveal, all of our frailties, even mine, our humanness. I want to bridge gaps not make 
gaps farther away. We all have similarities.” 
“Tanya, that sounds really wonderful,” she says genuinely. Mom is listening so 
attentively. A lot of the time, Mom has so much on her plate that I don‟t always know if 
she is fully present when she is on the phone with me. But, this time, I can tell it is just 
Mom and me on the telephone - no interruptions, no phone calls to take, no grandkids to 
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appease, no meal to cook, no ice cream to scoop or flowers to deliver. My parents are 
florists with three flower shops and they have recently also started an ice cream shop. 
Needless to say, Mom is one busy woman.  
“But, Mom, I have to make myself so vulnerable. Autoethnography is limited to 
what I know and admit about myself (Ellis, 1997). Even more so, as I pursue an 
autoethnography Carolyn Ellis (2004) would advise me that, “Not only your work, but 
your personal life is scrutinized and critiqued,” (p. 19). Mom, do you think I can do 
this?”  
 “Tanya, that‟s what makes you Tanya…you‟re not afraid to put yourself out there 
- to tell people who you are. To take risks and take chances.” 
Gosh, I think to myself, Mom is convincing me that I can do this and she doesn‟t 
even know it. 
I reply without hesitation, “Mom, some people think that it is so radical. I am 
asking my committee to allow me to write a story. A story with real characters and real 
life experiences, my own and others. I still want to have formal interviews with sport 
hostesses, and, of course, I will need to change their names and identifying details to 
keep their identities anonymous. I will also do that with some of the other characters in 
the story. But, for people like you, Mom - people will know who you are - but, I will let 
you read all of the stories and you can tell me if they are accurate and if you feel 
comfortable with the details being revealed (Ellis, 2004). One thing is important, 
however; when I write the results, I avoid harm, and remember that as 
autoethnographers it is always important to “write as though our participants will read 
what we write,” (Ellis, 2004, p. 61).  
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Mom, I just don‟t want to make this study all about oppression any more. I want 
to show how they are more like me than I once wanted to admit. I understand these 
women more than I knew and, with time, I hope to understand them even more. I make 
negotiations everyday of what to wear, how much make-up to put on my face.” I sigh. 
“Oh, Mom.” I pause, then say, “Mom, you know, I think to myself, „Do I wear high 
heels or running shoes?‟ „Do I wear tight black pants or loose khakis?‟ Those are 
thoughts I have depending on where I‟m going, whom I‟m meeting or what I‟m 
presenting. And, these women make choices, too. I know what it is like to be in a man‟s 
field trying to make it, trying to be respected. Maybe we go about it in different ways, 
but there has to be similar thoughts that we all have. I don‟t want to tell people how they 
live is wrong or how they think is wrong just because they are different from me. But, I 
do believe the systems that exploit women are wrong and that‟s what makes people in 
the systems so complicated. Being judgmental and critical doesn‟t build bridges, it tears 
them down and I‟m seeing this now. To build bridges you reveal humanness. That‟s 
what I want to do in my dissertation. I want the participants in the study to be former 
hostesses at NCAA Division I universities and I plan to contact them using snowball 
sampling (Glesne, 2006), audiotape all the interviews and transcribe them verbatim. 
However, when I report the findings from the interviews I will not reveal participants‟ 
answers exclusively. Rather, I want to let the readers in on the conversation, my 
thoughts, the context, eye contact made or not made, expressions and hand movements 
that reveal emotions and feelings that words alone cannot (Ellis, 2004). The interviews 
will be more like conversations in which I will be a vital part. I will also tell my own 
story, Mom, as a way to interact with participants, and, together, we will “create a 
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meaningful story as we interact with one another,” (Ellis, 2004, p. 66). Does this make 
sense, Mom?” 
“Yeah, Tan. I think it makes a lot of sense. Stories always seems to make people 
open up more,” she adds. 
“Exactly, Mom. By sharing my story and having a conversation with these 
women and, hopefully, by not appearing to be the intimidating, more “powerful” 
interviewer expecting answers to questions I ask. Also, in telling my story, these women 
may feel more open to sharing theirs with me (Ellis, 2004). After the interviews, I will 
be more interested in understanding what the women feel and think rather than what 
they may just be telling me. So, when concluding the results from the interview I may 
not only focus on the words in the interview, but what I took away from the interview, 
the story they told, or didn‟t tell, and even my thoughts as they told their stories. So, I 
want to reveal experiences, thoughts and stories that make up our lives. I‟m proposing 
that my dissertation be a story – or a compilation of stories. No methods, results, 
findings, and discussion sections, but an autoethnography that tells a story about all of 
this. My stories are my theories. In fact, autoethnography will cause me to move from 
the personal to the social and back again” (Jones, 2005; Ellis, 2004).  
Mom interjects, “How does that work, with you in the story that‟s a theory?” 
“Good question, Mom. It will be important for me to not be overly „self-adoring 
or self-hating without being sufficiently self-aware or self-critical, and without taking 
into account cultural constraints and possibilities‟ (Ellis, 2004, p. 34). It will be 
paramount for me to reveal personal beliefs, relationships, experiences and biases, to 
make myself truly vulnerable, because denying these aspects of myself and life would 
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create a misleading story that lacks integrity (Ellis, 2004). In autoethnography, the story 
is the theory; autoethnographers believe “there‟s nothing more theoretical than a good 
story” (Ellis, 2004, p. 23). The story reveals specific experience and allows for multiple 
perspectives and interpretations of the story (Ellis, 2004). Mom, I really like the 
complexity that autoethnography embraces and the thoughtfulness it demands.”  
 “It sounds like it works for you” she replies. 
 “Mom, according to autoethnographers, a story is valid if „it evokes in readers a 
feeling that the experience described is authentic and lifelike, believable and possible, 
the story‟s generalizability can be judged by whether it speaks to readers about their 
experience‟ (Ellis, 1997, p. 133). Thus, I will not know if my story is valid until it is 
read by my readers. The validity will be in the story. Hear me out, Mom, I know it is so 
unlike traditional methods. As Ellis (1997) points out, “storytelling about life epiphanies 
is a strategy that most people employ in their everyday lives. It‟s a familiar form. 
Perhaps telling our stories might encourage others to speak their silences as well” (p. 
134). The stories provide opportunities for resistance, change and connection. The 
narrative voice which autoethnography employs opens up a larger audience than simply 
elite academics so that even silenced people can make sense of, understand and speak to 
themselves and just maybe to others (Ellis, 1997). Autoethnography allows me to reach 
a broader audience and ultimately to do something that matters.” 
Mom responds, “It sounds like the audience, the reader really matters. How do 
you know when you‟re getting it?” 
“Well” I say, “the goals of authoethnography are: 
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One, evoking emotional experience in readers; two, giving voice to stories and 
groups of people traditionally left out of social scientific inquiry; three, producing 
writing of high literary/artistic quality; and four, improving readers‟, participants‟ 
and authors‟ lives (Ellis, 2004, p. 30).  
Mom, it will allow me to connect my work to my life while being creative and authentic 
(Ellis, 2004; Ellis, 1997), this alone is something to pursue. In my last meeting with Dr. 
Fisher, I told her that she was right, that I write my best and most confidently when 
writing from the heart; autoethnography allows me to do this.” 
 “Tanya, that sounds so wonderful. It sounds like you.” Mom is always so 
encouraging. 
 “Yeah, I know.” I laugh, “I‟m so radical.” Finally, I smile.  
 I think, Wow, my mother is a wonderful woman. It is amazing to me how she can 
handle so much going on in her life and how she still has time to be there for me amidst 
her own life problems. I wonder how she has made her and Dad‟s marriage work for over 
30 years?! I know I‟d be fooling myself to think that my parents‟ marriage has been 
perfect over all this time. But, I know that there was always one thing never lacking in 
their lives and our house and that was love. I want to always give and receive this kind of 
unconditional love.  
Mom clearly wants to get back onto topic regarding my relationship with Dean 
when she interrupts my thoughts and says, “You know, arguing isn‟t the end of the world. 
Sometimes, arguing makes your relationship stronger and you realize how to deal with 
one another, to react and relate to one another. You learn how to push buttons but not 
push each other over the edge. It might seem like it is really hard now, but, sometimes 
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arguments build strength between people. Tanya, you have so much fight in you.” 
I sniffle away my runny nose, “I know.” I sigh. “People look at me and think I have it all 
together. I just told Sarah this a bit earlier. People think I‟m on top of the world, a girl 
that has it all. But, sometimes I sit in this room and I write and I think and I think about 
writing and I write what I think. I feel isolated. Nothing will seem to change this isolation 
over the next nine months. To be honest, I never thought I would ever in my wildest 
dreams say this, but all I want to do is finish this degree and be with him. Who would‟ve 
thought I would want to be with a football coach? I didn‟t even see this coming; I 
would‟ve never expected this. But, Mom, I feel like I‟ve found someone who loves me 
and I love him. I guess I just want to be appreciated and loved by him and he wants the 
same from me. Maybe sport hostesses just want the same thing. They want to be admired 
and loved and I guess in this life we all may go about love in different ways.” 
“Yeah, Tan. Maybe you‟re onto something, I think. Anyways, what do I know? I 
haven‟t even gone to college.” She laughs and makes me laugh, too.  Mom reminds me 
that having a Ph.D. will never change who I am to her. She will love me unconditionally.     
“Yeah, you‟re Ph.D. seems to have stood in the way of a few hopeful relationships. And, 
Tanya, if you would‟ve stopped at an undergraduate degree and gotten a 9-to-5 job, yeah, 
you would probably be married now. Yes, you‟d probably have a few children. But, 
Tanya, that‟s not what you wanted. You find a way to get things you want. When you 
want something, you go after it and that‟s what you‟re doing with this Ph.D. If you want 
to be with Dean, then you‟ll find a way to make it work. If it doesn‟t work, then it wasn‟t 
meant to be. That‟s what you have to believe. Face your fears, Tan. You have lots of love 
in your heart and so much potential and so many opportunities. You make choices in life 
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and I want you to make the choice that makes you the happiest. I know you‟ll make the 
right choice. I never doubt you, Tanya. You‟ll find a way to pick yourself back up if you 
fall.” Mom is great at pep talks, times when I don‟t want to hear them and times when I 
need them. I hope I can be a strong female example for my daughters and sons one day 
and hope that I can love them as completely and unconditionally as my mother has loved 
my sister and me. 
“Mom, I love you so much. I want to be more like you. Thank you for making the 
time for me,” I say. 
“Tanya, I always have the time for you and I know I‟ve been so busy lately. You 
just needed to talk and get things off your chest.”  
I sigh, “I love you.” 
“I love you, too, Tanya Raquel. Everything will be ok.” She says this, and at this 
moment, she has convinced me. 
“Ok, Mom. I will talk to you tomorrow.” 
“Ok, get some rest, love.” With that, the phone disconnects and my Mom is a 
phone call away. 
 I sigh and take the phone away from my ear. I look at the time on the phone and  
 
am surprised that Dean hasn‟t called me once more. He always calls once more, always  
 
texts me one last thing. Not tonight.  
 
 I think to myself, How do I write my autoethnography now? What if life takes a  
 
turn for the worst? What if things don‟t turn out as planned? 
 
 I laugh at the irony some more until I cry, cry myself to sleep. Sound, sound  
 
asleep. Suddenly, my annoying alarm buzzes. I look at the clock. I think, 6 am, why is  
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my alarm going off? Oh, yeah, I told Sophia I would meet her to work out. Dang, I don‟t  
 
want to get up. I set the alarm on snooze and negotiate with myself that I deserve five  
 
more minutes to rest my tired eyes. 
A New Day – A Time to Make a Change 
“Beep, beep, beep, beep.” 
 Ok, ok… I‟m getting up; otherwise, I will sleep all morning, I think to myself. I 
gather my mesh shorts and my nylon Under Armor tank and clumsily get ready for an 
early morning workout. Finally, I‟m out the door to meet Sophia at the gym by 6:15 am.  
Sophia and I pull up and park in front of the gym at the same time. My first words to her 
were, “I thought about calling you to cancel.” We both laugh. 
“Yeah, me too. I don‟t know how I let you talk me into this” she replies. 
With a smile, I say, “We‟ll be glad we did once it is over.” 
“Yeah, isn‟t that truth.” Together, Sophia and I walk to the elliptical machines and 
as we get closer I‟m surprised to see that they are all being used. 
“Sophia, I had no idea people actually worked out this early.” 
“You‟re telling me. I guess there are other crazy people out there just like us.” 
“Yeah, and they are a lot more fit than us, so maybe there‟s something to this 
working out in the morning idea,” I say with a smirk. But, then as I look around I realize 
that beautiful females with shapely legs and arms occupy all of the elliptical machines. 
Sophia interrupts and says, “Oh, yeah, there are quite a few hot mommas here this 
morning and there‟s two sport hostesses that I recognize three rows in front of us. It is too 
bad you are not able to interview current hostesses for your dissertation. I think you 
would get a lot of very telling stories from them.” 
54 
 
“I completely agree but it is best that I avoid all conflicts of interest, especially 
since my autoethnography has the potential to reveal oppression and indecency occurring 
on college campuses today. That would put me in a position that I‟m not sure I need to be 
in to tell the story of sport hostesses” I respond. 
“I definitely think that‟s smart. So, what‟s going on with your dissertation? I 
know you‟re working on your comps, how are they coming?” Sophia asks.  
“Well, Sophia, I‟m learning that life is full of irony. Like the irony that we are 
here trying to improve our life balance and health while also our physical appearance just 
like the sport hostesses on those elliptical in front of us. Do you think she works out for 
herself or is she consumed by how others view her? It is hard to tell. Sometimes, it is hard 
to tell why I workout. I love the adrenaline of working out and the freedom I feel when it 
is just me, my headphones and the sweat on my brow as I run a few miles. Yet, I also like 
the feeling of my clothes fitting a little bit better and looking nicer too. I have really 
started to see the beauty in the irony and complexity of life. I‟m writing an 
autoethnography now and the beauty of ethnography is the journey of cultural and 
personal discovery and of change where it is appropriate for me, as the writer, to become 
“part and parcel of the story itself” (Goodall, 2000, p. 121). Wait, you know about 
autoethnography, don‟t you?”  
I take gasp for air trying to catch my breath and Sophia responds, “Oh, yeah, I 
learned about autoethnography and how it tells a personal story from personal experience 
through memory, recollection, personal journals, field notes and the stories of others that 
are gathered through personal structured interviews as well as personal conversations 
(Ellis, 1997; 2004). On a daily basis, autoethnographers journal their thoughts and 
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emotional experiences to bring together the story” (Leary, Minchiello, & Kottler, 2009). 
Sophia now gathers her breath and wipes her forehead with her starched white hand 
towel.  
“Exactly,” I add. “I will also journal on my memory of past experiences that can 
help bring meaning to the story (Ellis, 2004), continually negotiating with myself how 
much of me I include and how much I choose to leave out (Jones, 2005; Ellis, 2004). At 
times, I may allow my personal and even past experiences to guide the story. Gornick 
(2001) claims that seeing “one‟s own part in the situation” and, in particular, “one‟s own 
frightened or cowardly or self-deceived part” (p. 35-36) can create the dynamic and 
moving experience in the text (Bochner, 2001; Ellis, 2002). I‟m nervous and excited at 
the same time to do this.” 
“I completely understand. So, what kind of stories are you going to tell?” she 
questions. 
 “I will write about the stories the women share with me intertwined with my own 
experiences of being a female intertwined in the culture of DI athletics. I don‟t know, I 
just may incorporate this experience of you and me coming to work out this morning and 
seeing two beautiful and fit hostesses toning their bodies. I might write about how I 
ponder if sport hostesses have the belief that their physical bodies are what makes them 
great hostesses.” I stop because I am starting to find it hard to talk due to the intensity of 
my workout.  
 Sophia smiles and laughs, “I bet you‟re going to include the fact that I‟m gasping 
for air while you talk.” 
 I laugh, “No worries. I can hardly breath myself.” 
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Our inability to breathe is both of our cues to put on our IPOD ear buds and 
continue our workout without conversational interruptions, not because we don‟t want to 
talk but because we are physically unable to do so and vigorously challenge our bodies at 
the same time. As we work out, I listen to “Simply the Best” by Tina Turner and can‟t get 
Dean out of my mind. I‟m not sure I‟m in the flow but the time flies by as I work out and 
think of Dean. Suddenly, my 45 minutes of cardio is over and I shut off the machine and 
turn to Sophia. “I don‟t know about you, but that‟s good enough for me.” She responds, 
“Thank goodness. I thought you were going to say you wanted to lift today, too, and I 
was going to have to tell you, you‟re lifting solo sister.”  
“No, I think I‟m ready to go back home and go back to bed,” I mutter. 
“You‟re not the only one girlfriend,” Sophia says in support of my laziness. 
“Well, thanks for meeting me here. It feels great to get the workout out of the way 
this morning.” 
“Sure thing, we‟ll have to do it again next week,” she says as she picks up her 
ringing cell phone. “Hey, it‟s my Mom and I‟ve been needing to talk to her. Will I catch 
you on campus Monday?,” she asks quickly. 
“I‟ll be there. Have a good weekend and say hi to Mom,” I respond. I get in my 
bright yellow car and drive home. I am so tired I sprawl out on my bed without 
showering and close my eyes. I dose in and out and awake to my roommate rummaging 
around downstairs. I lay my heavy head back down; it is so heavy I can‟t seem to lift it. I 
just want to cry but I‟m tired of crying. Crying isn‟t going to get me anywhere. 
No texts, no phone calls from Dean. I lay still in my bed and struggle to fall back 
asleep. I pull the covers over my head and lay there. I hear Vanessa slam the door, it is 9 
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am. This is my wake-up call. The reality is that I don‟t want to get up. I can‟t get up. I‟m 
tired. Even so, I get up because I promised myself that I was putting my “big girl panties” 
back on, a reminder that I am strong; it motivates me to keep moving on in life. My 
godmom, Alissa would always say it was time for her to put her “big girl panties” on 
when she was preparing for a big meeting in front of executives and doctors. I admired 
her drive and resiliency, and, thus, took on her saying as my own. It became routine for 
me to tell myself in the morning as I dressed for a big or challenging day that I was 
putting on my “big girl panties.” The affirmation, even though not “politically correct”, 
made me feel I could make it through successfully just like Alissa had so many times.   
 I go to my Mac and open up my emails. No emails? That‟s strange, I think to 
myself. I feel like I always have an influx of emails. Hmm… I sit at my desk and think, I 
don‟t want to write today. I can‟t write today. There‟s no way I can write a word today. 
The only place I want to be today is with Dean. 
Then, it hits me…why am I not there? I can write from there at least one day over 
the weekend. Mom said when I want something that I go after it. Dean doesn‟t work this 
weekend and we couldn‟t find a cheap flight so that‟s why I‟m still in Knoxville. I say to 
myself, You know what? I‟m going. I don‟t care, that‟s it, I‟m going. 
All of sudden, I‟m in a rush, a frantic and scattered rush. I get in the shower and 
shave my legs so they aren‟t hairy just in case he touches them. I wash my hair, hop out 
of the shower. In a hurry, I throw clothes into the athletic bag that Dean gave me for 
traveling. I throw cute clothes in – tank tops and strappy sandals, sexy clothes in – a red 
blouse, black pants and black high heels, and down-to-earth clothes in – my worn jeans 
and my pink breast Cancer Awareness Reebok t-shirt, gym shorts and old cut off t-shirts 
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like the ones he met me in over a year ago. I throw in running shoes, sandals, stiletto 
heels, and boots; yes, I have been socialized to love shoes. Who knows what I‟ll want to 
wear? So, I better bring them all, I think to myself.  
I‟m going. Nothing at this point can stop me. I‟m bullheaded; once I make my 
mind up, that‟s it. This is what I want; he is what I want. I blow my hair dry and I put it in 
a sloppy ponytail because I know he loves me for who I am. But, wait - I do need a little 
make-up, just a little but not too much. I put on my shorts and sandals. I gather my books 
and my laptop because I am going to write while I‟m away. I grab my backpack and 
travel bag and think, I‟m going. It is just that simple. This is impulsive but I don‟t care. 
I just need to be there. I don‟t know what will happen.  
I whip my things into the backseat of my car. I get into the driver seat and I sit 
down and take a deep breath. I say out loud, “I‟m going and I will see what happens.” I 
laugh because I‟m always thinking about writing, so I start to think that life is like an 
autoethnography - sometimes unpredictable, sometimes scary but always real. I prepare 
myself for the 7-hour drive ahead of me in somewhat of a shock and think, Yes, I‟m 
crazy. I‟m crazy about this man. I never take chances on life, especially at the expense of 
my future career. This time, I think if I can‟t have my career and this relationship…I‟d 
rather have him. All I want is to be where he is; I‟ve never experienced this feeling before 
in my life. I begin the drive because I don‟t want to hurt like this. 
Like an autoethnography, sometimes taking chances can mend some of the hurt. I 
drive to the only place that I want to be. I am on my way to where I want to be, where I 
really want to be. As I drive I realize all we want is to love. Life means nothing without 
it. I realize that putting sport hostesses on a pedestal to be critiqued and analyzed and for 
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coaches to be judged and questioned is not what I intend to do. However, what I hoped to 
unveil were experiences of sport hostesses and the systems in which they and coaches 
alike find themselves living, working and relating. I wanted to show people‟s humanness 
while at the same time reveal the inequities of the system. Autoethnography allowed the 
readers opportunities of observing experience and encountering the power of foreclosure, 
difference and efficacy (Jones, 2005).  
 So, for my dissertation, autoethnography was the answer. Yes, I was scared, and,  
 
yes it might be radical and different; however, for me an autoethnography meant  
 
following my heart and facing my fears. I was finally convinced after talking with Sar  
 
and Mom that this was possible. Yes, I wrote about myself – and that was probably the  
 
hardest part. However, by doing so, I revealed some vulnerability that other women and  
 
even men may be experiencing. 
Autoethnography – More than a Study Self-Absorption 
Along with expressing my personal life – its joys, sorrows, triumphs and defeats – 
comes the criticism that my writing will be self-indulgent and narcissistic. Mykhalovskiy 
(1997) proposes that it is self-indulgent to think we could disconnect ourselves from our 
work, our research, in the way that academia has done for years. To write my best, I 
needed to be absorbed in the topic. Even more so, “a person writing autoethnography 
needs to be absorbed with the world she inhabits and the processes she finds herself a part 
of, which also work their way into one‟s identity” (Ellis, 1997, p. 122). 
Autoethnographers claim that self-absorption is pretending “…that you are somehow 
outside of what you study and not impacted by the same forces as others. It‟s self-
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absorbed to mistakenly think your actions and relationships need no reflexive thought” 
(Ellis, 2004, p. 34). 
Rather than being a study of self-absorption, this was a study of vulnerability that 
included betrayals and uncertainties. I embraced my multiple selves and how I negotiated 
these selves just as all human beings do (Ellis, 1997). Most of all, I wanted to give 
readers the opportunity to “move back and forth between being in my story and being in 
theirs” (Ellis, 1997, p. 131).  This gives readers the chance to compare and contrast their 
own personal experiences, see where they are not only different from but also like the 
sport hostesses (and me) and see the commonality of human experience. Readers of 
autoethnography may not only learn but also feel. I hope that those who read my 
dissertation project will be able to react emotionally so that social justice and human 
connection can be even a small result from this work (Ellis, 1997, 1999, 2004).  
An autoethnography allowed me to write emotionally about “the intricacies of 
feeling, relating and working” (Ellis, 1997, p. 127) in Division I collegiate athletics, not 
only for sport hostesses but also for myself. I hope it compelled and emotionally showed 
the process, not only the resolution (Ellis, 1997). Additionally, autoethnography allowed 
me to look at particulars, and, in doing so, I could focus on feelings rather than sequenced 
events and responses. I wrote with emotion and cognition; in that way, this 
autoethnographic study differs greatly from traditional research projects. I was be able to 
reveal the ambivalence and contradictions that have occurred during my experience, 
making my soul vulnerable and immersing people in the emotionality (Ellis, 1997) of 
surviving in the sport environment as a woman. Autoethnography, unlike other methods,  
allowed me to “let contradictions and seemingly random events stand, willing to admit, 
61 
 
after deep exploration, that no explanatory scheme or pattern was readily apparent and 
that understanding is never complete” (Ellis, 1997, p. 132). Yet, at the same time, I found 
patterns among sport hostesses‟ experiences; the autoethnographic story  also embraced 
and revealed these patterns. For this research project, the events, conversations, and 
feelings that make the story  provide “moral lessons without pronouncing the lesson as a 
moral lesson per se. Instead, the moral is in the thoughts, passions and actions (or absence 
of them) of the characters” (Goodall, 1997, p. 122). With the story being paramount in 
autoethnography, autoethnographers defend that “stories are the way humans make sense 
of their worlds” (Ellis, 2004, p. 32).   
 What was critical to me is that an autoethnography forced me to recognize that I 
create and am part of the cultures I interpret (Wagner, 1980). Most importantly, 
throughout the autoethnography, I take my readers through my personal experience and 
allow them to see the changes in my perspective as a result of all that I learned both 
rationally and emotionally throughout the process (Leary, Minichiello, & Kottler, 2009). 
 I trusted my heart and followed it throughout the dissertation process - 
autoethnography allowed me to do just that. Autoethnography embraces emotions of 
experience and contends they “are important to understanding and theorizing the 
relationship among self, power and culture” (Jones, 2005, p. 766). I hope I have shown 
you these aspects of my life as I wrote to make sense of my experience both personally 
and socially. There‟s no telling where life will continue to take me. Likewise, I had no 
way of knowing before beginning this study where the autoethnography would take us – 
me, the writer and you the reader - over the nine month span. I have to say it was an 
emotional ride for me but you need to be the judge of what it was for you. My hope was 
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that the autoethnography was “more than creating connections and shifts in my thinking, 
more than inspiring both rage and desire” (Jones, 2005, p. 766). I wrote a story that began 
long before I began writing it and will remain long after readers read the words. Thank 
you for joining me as, together, we continue to make sense of experience in our own 
unique ways by sharing parts of our lives rather than isolating ourselves from the world 
outside. Carolyn Ellis (1997; 2004) says that both reading and writing autoethnography 
will be therapeutic, theoretical, emotional and cognitive all at the same time. This was 
scary, exciting, engaging and necessary to me. 
 Many months ago, I jumped into my bright yellow car and drove to Dean, not 
knowing what the results would be. However, I came back to Knoxville at ease, happy 
and assured because I took a chance and followed my heart. During the time that we were 
together after that, we stopped arguing and made the mutual commitment to be together 
no matter distance or time, and had a happier and healthier relationship. Time changes 
things and it did not last forever. It is sometimes scary when the future seems so 
unpredictable and we do not know how others will make sense of our thoughts, feelings 
and actions. Much like not knowing how Dean would respond, I do not know if readers 
of my autoethnographic dissertation will connect to the story that transpired. Yet, I came 
to a point when I was ready to reveal my connections with sport hostesses, the similarities 
and differences. I reveal their stories and explore the systems they navigate. It has taken 
contemplation and self-revelations, convincing pep talks and many readings. However, I 
can genuinely say that I was committed to utilizing autoethnography to study both sport 
hostess experience and mine. I embraced all the triumphs and challenges this naturally 
brings. It was a commitment that came from my head and my heart; this is my claim for 
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using autoethnography as I continue on with my very personal dissertation research.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
64 
 
CHAPTER 7: Be Sure to Keep the Personal Out of The Story 
 I hope that those who read this work will put it down having a better 
understanding of the complexity of being a young sport hostess in a man‟s world of sport. 
I hope that these women‟s humanness and resiliency and strength resides in your hearts 
longer than any controversial media depiction. Yes, women are complex and emotionally 
beautiful creatures. We want to, need to connect and communicate; and, quite frankly, we 
are quite good at it. No matter if we are elite athletes, sport hostesses, PhD students, 
lawyers, housewives, or businesswomen, we are beautiful and strong.  
A colleague of mine told me as he was grilling me on my methodology of this 
research project that it was important to “not take his questions personal – to separate 
myself from the research.” He had conveniently missed the goal of autoethnography. I 
explained to him that in Final Negotiations (1995), Ellis writes about the death of her 
lover and academic mentor. So articulately she tells a story about love and death – the 
plateaus of human experience. Autoethnography does not simply look at a social 
phenomena, the writer situates herself in a personal story walking the readers through a 
journey.  He looked at me unconvinced and confused.  Finally, he asked, “what about 
rigor? How are you going to prove that this project was rigorous?” 
 I had to take a deep breath and stay calm, though I was laughing inside.  But, 
before I had a chance to respond, he said, “I mean do you even have field notes since this 
is an ethnography?” I know at this moment he thought he had stumped me.  I quickly 
recalled what Goodall (2000) says about field notes when he writes – “I show the scrawl 
of unnumbered pages of discolored notebook paper. A phrase I overheard at a restaurant 
65 
 
and scribbled on a napkin…Finally, I show them the thick manuscript-looking continuous 
feed roll of computer paper” (p. 119).   
Composed, I defended, “Yes, I have field notes. I have over a year full of field 
notes. I also have both a personal and research journal.” 
“But what do you have field notes of if you were never a hostess? Or, never lived 
in their culture? That is my understanding of ethnography,” he says, again thinking he has 
stumped me. 
“I have field notes of my observations of an official recruiting visit, I have field 
notes from observing hostesses, recruits and their families on the field before football 
games, I have field notes from observations and conversations at the athlete academic 
center, I have field notes from conversations with football coaches and football wives, I 
have field notes from my personal life and I even have transcripts and field notes from 
my conversations with eight former sport hostesses” and once I have finished I say in my 
head, So there.  
A look of astonishment flees from his face. “How did you get to do all that?”   
“I am the culture and I am helping to produce the culture,” I say and can feel that 
I am getting a little aggravated with his lack of understanding. 
“Well, when did you do this?”, he asks. 
“I have been working on this project for about a year and a half now. I conducted 
an ethnographic study a year ago for my ethnography class.”  
 “Oh, I didn‟t know that you did this. But, how can you say this is an 
ethnography? You were never a hostess?” 
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“Just because I have never had the title does not mean that I cannot identify with 
these women‟s experiences of being a woman making her way in sport,” I quickly add. 
He doesn‟t want to touch this comment with a ten-foot pole. I don‟t blame him; if 
I was him I wouldn‟t either because of the fear that I would eat him up in the debate. I 
think to myself, Maybe this will convince him, as I wrestle for my dissertation folder in 
my cluttered backpack, Ah, here it is, I say in my head. “Ok, this is something I wrote. It 
may give you a better sense of why I am doing this.”  
Before I Go In 
I take my breath and begin to read the poem I wrote:  
“It is titled, Before I Go In… 
 
I am an outsider 
nothing like those girls. 
 
I‟m an outsider 
nothing like those coaches. 
 
I‟m an outsider  
nothing like those administrators. 
 
Oh…but wait… 
 
I‟m an insider 
I love a coach. 
 
I‟m an insider 
I get paid to increase student-athlete performance. 
 
I‟m an insider 
I go to football games to consume athletes‟ talent. 
 
I AM THE CULTURE 
 
I know the problems. 
 
Do I have the strength to resist? 
Already, I‟ve been threatened. 
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My academic freedom taken away? 
Personal safety jeopardized? 
My relationship shattered? 
 
I go on, anyway, with faith 
- cautious faith. 
If not me, then who? 
If not now, when? 
 
I can‟t be scared 
That‟s what they need. 
This is my journey… 
Of faith and resistance 
Is anyone willing to come with me?” 
 I stop and look up at him. His eyes are wide and he is silent for a moment, “Well, 
I had no idea you had done all those observations. You got me but I think it would have 
been better if you would have been able to work as a hostess alongside the women.”  
“I couldn‟t agree more but logistically that didn‟t seem possible. Or, at least, I 
was lead to believe this wasn‟t possible and unfortunately, I believed it,” I say 
nonchalantly. 
“I think you have a decent case for what you‟ve done. Good luck to you,” he says.  
With that, I think about how some people may be very resistant to 
autoethnography and this story. Moreover, I wonder how great autoethnographers find 
the courage to provide stories with such intimate detail. “Do I have the courage to do the 
same?” Some days more than others.  Goodall (2000) reminds me, “yes, and you must 
use the material of your life to find the material for the story.” Some material of our lives 
seems best kept secret but self-disclosure can lead to healing for readers and writers alike 
(Ellis, 2004). I hope this is the case.  
 This is just a story amongst many. Someone else may have a different 
perspective, and I respect that.  But this story is staying as true as possible to the women I 
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met and the experience I have had this past year. Of course, I have not been able to re-
create a dead-on verbatim audiorecording of every conversation or memory, but I have 
tried to stay true to the spirit of events as I recall them, to the narrative truth as I saw it. 
Keep in mind that locations and dates have been changed and pseudonyms and composite 
characters have been created to protect the men and women‟s anonymity (Ellis, 2004). 
Welcome to the second half of the story, not the end but the continuation from where the 
story began. 
 
 
 
 
   
  
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 8: Getting Connected to Sport Hostesses 
It is the first week of October, and I just proposed my dissertation topic and 
method. My committee gave me the go ahead to move forward. I am one step closer to 
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making this project a reality. Now, I have to find women to interview. Sometimes this is 
the hardest part – finding people to not only agree to talk with you, but to actually show 
up for the interview. I thought to myself, Who in the world do I know that can help me 
find women to interview? I sit at my cluttered desk staring mesmerized by the computer 
screen wondering, Where do I go from here? Who do I know that can help me with my 
story? 
Then, I remember CeCe – it was like a light switch went off in my head. I recall 
CeCe telling me that she was a hostess during her undergraduate years but we never got 
into the specifics of her experience. I can‟t even recall where she did her undergraduate 
studies to be forthright. I search my old emails for her email address doubting if I even 
have any contact information for her. I email her hoping that the address was still current 
and she would respond.  
I reminisce about our meeting each other in the Fall of 2006 when she was getting 
her master‟s in Educational Leadership. At the time, I was doing my master‟s in Sport 
Studies. She took Sports in Society as one of her electives because, as she told me, she 
“always loved sports and its influence on our lives.” She sat in the front of the room 
confidently and purposefully. CeCe was an athletic and dominant woman, even 
intimidating for a fairly confident woman like myself. She commanded a conversation 
and garnered respect.  
She was beautiful and I noticed excellence in her less than perfect features, at 
least in accordance to our society‟s standards. She was muscular with broad shoulders yet 
uniquely feminine. I recalled her dark mahogany skin and straight coarse hair. Her nails 
long and manicured, a deep red stuck out in my mind. I smiled as I thought of how she 
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styled herself with a new Coach purse each week and her outfits resembled those cut 
straight out of a FASHION Magazine. That first day of class, the day I met her, her outfit 
was stunning and sanguine. Her black tight leggings revealed her defined thick calves and 
quads, a red and purple designer sweater that laid loosely on her chest and arms. Her hair 
was pulled back in a side pony-tail that would make most women look childish but gave 
her sophisticated appeal. She wore a dark purple scarf that scooped her neck and red hoop 
earrings that drew attention to her high cheekbones. Her face was strong and her teeth 
crooked but she exuded confidence. I was stirred by her charisma and trendy attire. I 
slipped into the open desk next to her with my khaki dress slacks, worn out Adidas 
running shoes and black polo shirt – no earrings, no jewelry, no nail polish, the 
contradiction of this fashionista. 
It is amazing how we think we know people – when we really don‟t. Have you 
ever seen someone and then later gotten to know them more personally and thought, 
“Wow, I had no idea you were an artist, a smoker, a cancer survivor?!” Well, that 
happened to me several times when talking with CeCe and would only continue during 
our time in class together. CeCe was the epitome of that statement for me when it came to 
my thoughts of a hostess as well.  
Not only did CeCe agree to talk with me about her experience, she said she would 
connect me with some of her friends who were hostesses at their respective institutions. 
Graciously, she offers for me to go to Chicago and spend a weekend with them – getting 
to know them on a very personal level. I am stoked – it is just what I had need.  
I had returned from the Association of Applied Sport Psychology conference and 
felt as though not only would I not find a job due to my dissertation but also would 
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receive resistance from women refusing to be interviewed. CeCe‟s willingness to talk 
with me makes me realize that all of the advice others gave to me and reservations they 
had for me were out of good intentions but were misleading. In fact, it makes me think of 
the saying I have in a frame in my room, “Those who say it cannot be done should not 
interrupt the person doing it.” CeCe reminds me that others opinions are not always right. 
She left me her phone number in the body of the email telling me to feel free to call her 
anytime. I call her immediately after receiving her message. There is no time to waste. I 
need to be aggressive.  
I dialed the 10-digit phone number and waited for the ring. After three rings, 
CeCe answered, “Hello, this is CeCe.”  
“Hi CeCe, this is Tanya.”  
“Hey girl, how are you?”  
“I‟m well. Thanks so much for emailing me back so quickly.”  
“Of course, I‟m really interested in learning more about your study and sharing 
my experience with you, especially since so many people have no idea what we really do 
and there are so many misconceptions about hostess programs.”  
“Gosh, I have to tell you, CeCe, I‟m so appreciative that you are willing.”  
“Why wouldn‟t I be? I totally trust you. But, let me tell you, there plenty of 
people that I would never talk to about this because they would misconstrue everything I 
said.”  
“I understand that because that is why I was afraid women wouldn‟t agree to talk 
with me about their time as hostesses.”  
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“Well, I emailed the listserv of former hostesses here in Chicago. A lot of them 
I‟ve met before and some are even my friends. So, I‟m sure we will be able to get a few 
of them to come. Anyways, I invited them to come to my place in Chicago to spend an 
evening or day reminiscing about our time as hostesses with you. We attended 
universities all over the country but now reside in Chicago. We have gotten together a 
few different times. I know that if they think you are a friend of mine that they will see 
you as a friend of theirs.”  
“Oh, CeCe, that would be so awesome. I‟d love to interview the women in person,  
make it more personal.”  
“Of course, I totally get that. So, do you want to drive up for a weekend and spend 
it here with me and we can try to get them all together?”  
“Wow, that would be amazing –more than I would have ever imagined possible.”  
“Yeah, I know some ladies will come. We want someone to hear our side.”  
“CeCe, you tell me when and I will be there.”  
“Well, let me do this…I will get into contact with them and see if there‟s a 
weekend that the ladies who want to be a part of this will be in town and we can go from 
there.”  
“Yes, that would be great.”  
“Ok, well, look, I have an appointment here in five minutes and now that I have 
your number, I will call you back in the next couple of days with a weekend that works.”  
“Great, yeah, just let me know,” I reply graciously.  
“For sure, have a good day,” CeCe says as if it is no big deal.   
“Yep, you, too.”  
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“I will. Talk to you later.”  
“Bye-bye,” I say before clicking off the call.  
I put the phone down in complete astonishment. Could this be real?, I think to 
myself. Could it really be this easy that these women will agree to meet at CeCe‟s place 
for a girls‟ night in and, better yet, all be from different universities? As they say, when 
things are meant to be, they are meant to be. I smirk to myself, And, this was supposed to 
be hard? I am proud of myself in this moment and know that everything – one way or 
another – will be just fine. I scurry around my room to find my Foundations of Sport and 
Exercise Psychology book by Weinberg and Gould (2007) and when I do I throw it into 
my red and black Swiss Gear backpack, close down my computer and cheerfully head to 
campus to meet with an athlete.  
It is a rainy day and my wiper blades are dull making it hard to see the road after a  
 
big semi speeds by me in my little yellow Chevy Cavalier affectionately named the  
 
“Yellow Bomber.” Though it is stormy and rainy, my mood remains cheerful and I think  
 
to myself, In each day there are highs and lows but it is all how I view them. As I  
 
struggle to find a parking spot on campus, I drive around in circles wondering, Why in the  
 
world  don‟t  I  just buy a parking pass? Finally, I am in the right place at the right time  
 
and a car is leaving the metered parking space. I realize that much of life is being in the  
 
right place at the right time. I am thankful for all those times that I was in the right place  
 
and the timing was impeccable. I am even thankful for all those people who discouraged  
 
me to do this project, in essence, giving me more reason to go through with it. I realize  
 
that even the biggest critics came right when I needed them most – for even they helped  
 
to bring me to this point in my research.  
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Resistance from a Gate Keeper 
  In fact, I recall a time sitting down for a meeting with John Brown, an athletic 
administrator, and having him shoot down my every idea for every logistical reason one 
could possibly think of, i.e., access to hostesses, getting approval from athletic 
departments, putting together a group of professors who would agree to being on my 
committee, getting the project passed through IRB. However, more importantly, he 
turned my idea down because of the fear of smearing the reputation of the athletic 
department. He described to me the importance of the good working relationship that 
Athletics Departments had with all its student-athletes and coaches. Essentially, he mad 
me feel as though my study could ruin everything that the administrators in the athletic 
department had built; ultimately, this might make coaches resistant to working with 
future researchers like me. Not only that, I was lead to believe that it was not appropriate 
for someone coming out of a sport-related program to critique the sport recruitment 
process or coaches. If I wanted to pursue this research, “I should do it somewhere else.” 
 That is an indirect threat if I had ever heard one, I thought to myself.  
 I was scared into thinking that people would negatively judge me for the type of 
research project I wanted to pursue. Mr. Brown looked me square in the eye and 
arrogantly alleged, “I don‟t wanna see you on Larry King Live and people calling in 
saying „you bitch‟ for the work you‟ve done ruining college football.” I couldn‟t help but 
laugh because I didn‟t know how to respond or what to say. I fidgeted in my chair not 
knowing whether I should make more or less eye contact so I made more. I did not want 
to lie down and die. My cheeks were on fire, a signal to me that my face was beat red, 
something I‟ve learned to anticipate and be aware of for years. Ever since I was a young 
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girl my face has turned red, my warning sign to the outside world that I am 
uncomfortable. On the drop of a dime for just about any reason, in fact, I could turn red. I 
have learned to take a deep breath and accept it when I feel the warmth in my cheeks. I 
still did not know what to say, and, finally sputtered nervously, “I don‟t want to 
jeopardize the Athletic program in any way.”  
 He was probably thinking, “Ha, good. She came to her senses.”  
 I was mad at myself wondering, Why am I the one becoming apologetic? I re-
shifted my weight in my chair and crossed my right leg over my left. While I understand 
where he was coming from, why does he have no regard for my point of view?,  I think. It 
is not for me to question. I have no authority. 
 Every idea I provided was shot down. I offered to get participants from other 
universities. “No.” I would only interview participants who were former hostesses. “No.” 
Then, I petitioned, “What about if I interviewed former hostesses from other areas of the 
country?” Still, “no.”  
 I pause and take a deep breath.  I am fresh out of ideas. He proposes energetically, 
“Why don‟t you look into historiographies?”  
 Historiographies? What makes him think I am remotely interested in 
histographies?, I think to myself. But, while I am thinking this, I shake my head “yes” as 
if to say this “may be an option.”  
 It was evident he didn‟t want the issue I was most interested in to be the story I 
told or the questions I addressed. He made it quite clear to me that I was not invited to 
critique the systems that those in power upheld. He was one of the “good ol‟ boys” 
keeping the system intact – me, I was not. Mr. Brown then uttered, “People do research 
76 
 
like this but I guarantee you that coaches keep athletes as far away from them as possible. 
Do you really wanna be a radical feminist?” 
 I‟m angry now, but trying to keep myself calm and still mad at myself for being 
so damn submissive.  What happened to my spitfire personality?!, I question myself. My 
spitfire personality was tucked way down in the pit of my stomach hiding from the man 
with power – or at least more power than me. Well, that‟s what he wanted me to believe.   
 As I sat across from him in his office, I could feel the power plays and see him 
leaning far back in his chair with his legs sprawled and his hands resting behind his head 
commanding space; he was in complete control of the situation. I thought to myself, Does 
a man like this even know the people who do worthy research on the hierarchal systems 
at play in sport? Wow, I can‟t even process all that is happening in this moment. I knew 
he wanted me to keep quiet – silence me. And, I did – at least in front of him in that 
moment.  
 However, deep down I was no fool and the spitfire was just in hiding; she would 
come out again. I knew this was a topic worthy of being studied. I thought to myself, I 
just need to find some other people who believe in this like I do. And, clearly, it is not 
you. All I wanted to do was to get out of his office; the meeting couldn‟t end soon 
enough.  I was done. I tapped out.  He was trying to scare me into thinking that even if I 
got IRB approval, Athletics would never allow me to interview current or former 
hostesses. They‟d never okay the interviews. “Okay, so there has to be another way. 
Mom always told me, “If there‟s a will, there‟s a way.”  
 I slowly backed down, losing enthusiasm. But, he didn‟t seem to pick up on my 
cues. The truth of the matter was that the last thing I wanted was to ruin the Athletic 
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Department or future students‟ chances of doing research with athletes at the university. I 
love the program here. It took him some time but he gradually started backing off his 
high horse. Then, finally he admitted, “Tanya, I agree the system is wrong but the 
research is a great idea in theory. There are so many logistics that you‟d have to work 
through and I wouldn‟t want you to be almost done and then someone stop you from 
finishing the research. Then, you would be a few months away from graduating and have 
to start from scratch.  You wouldn‟t want that, would you?”  
 That‟s one of those rhetorical questions where the obvious answer is “no.” So I 
say what he wants and expects, “No.”  
  “On top of all that, I‟m concerned about all the graphic and juicy details you‟d 
get. Are you ready or willing to be the one to deal with that?”  
 I thought, So, he assumes that is all I will get are graphic details?! My jaw is 
clenched and I feel uneasy all over again. I take a deep breath and stammer, “Ah, I don‟t 
really know what I would find or if I‟d be ready. But, can you ever really know?”  
 Wrong answer. Very wrong answer. “You don‟t know what you will be told.  
What if you are told about stories of sexual assaults? You can‟t possibly be ready to tell 
those stories. Do you want to be the one telling the world this?”  
 Inside, I‟m thinking, Who better than me? But, clearly he doesn‟t feel that I‟m 
equipped for such responsibility.  Maybe he is right…but, what if he is wrong?, I think to 
myself. I simply mutter, “I don‟t know.”  
 I backed down.  I hate it when I back down, especially when it is something that I 
believe in. “Well, it looks like we are done here. Let me know what you end up 
deciding,” he says as though he has won the debate; if, that is, there ever was one.   
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 I get up from my chair and say, “I will. Thanks for your time and please know 
that I do not want to compromise the working relationship that graduate student 
researchers have with the Athletic Department.”  
 “Oh, I know you wouldn‟t. You are a very humble and smart graduate student.” 
 After this hour and forty-five minutes of manipulation, he is going to give me a 
compliment?, I say to myself. And, he thinks I‟m the audacious one?!   
 He walks toward me giving me our ritual hug after meetings or visits. I don‟t feel 
the love anymore. I always appreciated being at my university for the sense of 
community I felt in my endeavors with research related to sport studies. But, now I felt 
that part of my community didn‟t want to be challenged or grow. The community was 
only close if I kept all of its secrets. I left the office contemplating if my idea was truly 
irrational and unthoughtful. I shuffled out of his office and down the hall feeling 
defeated.  
 But, as soon as I took some time removed from the situation, I realized I played 
right into his hand. That‟s what he wanted – either consciously or unconsciously. I 
reflected on the entire conversation and on how he only spoke of the negatives – “women 
wanting to get pregnant to make the big money.” Now, that‟s a stereotype if I‟ve ever 
heard one. I wonder if he thought the same about me, I mean, I am in love with a football 
coach, I thought to myself. Strangely, at the time, I had no idea that in less than a year 
some of Dean‟s acquaintances would assume I was “one of those women plotting a way 
to have his baby.” Ironic, isn‟t it? Why is it assumed that the women want to get 
pregnant? Still, today, do people believe the only way a woman can find happiness, 
contentment or status is through being impregnated by a successful man?! This angers me 
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still and the stereotype hurt me. It took my dear friend Sar to remind me that what other 
people think of me is none of my business sometimes.  
 Anyways, I knew there had to be another story. What about the successes? The  
 
positives?, I think to myself. I then started to blame myself for how the meeting had  
 
gone. I thought, Maybe it was my fault for framing the research as having the potential to  
 
critique the system. How could I have said that differently? How should I have said that  
 
differently? Well, I knew one thing from the meeting. I had no power and it was made  
 
clear that at no point should I question the powers at be.   
Moving Forward 
As I reflected on this moment in time, my meeting with Mr. Brown, I briskly 
walked my way to the office thankful for that storm‟s passing. What was once a poignant 
memory was now distant and faded. I grin and think, Peculiar that I was the woman with 
the foreseen potential to take opportunity away from graduate student researchers‟ 
ability to work with student-athletes and here I am the one working with them 
successfully these last few years. I give all I can to make sure I represent my university 
well so that the opportunities I have been given are not taken from any future student, no 
matter his or her research interests. 
When I get to my office, an athlete I am working with, Laura, has not arrived yet, 
so, I have a moment to read over my notes from our last meeting. I remind myself that 
she has difficulty staying in the present moment when training and competing. She is a 
standout lacrosse player who wastes energy focusing on the past or worrying about the 
future. We continually work on helping her realize that in the present moment, she is 
okay. So, when Laura peeks her head into my office, I forget all my excitement, all my 
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worries and make the conscious decision to be fully present with her during our hour 
together. That‟s the least that she deserves from me.  
The present soon became the past and the days escaped quickly. I started to get 
concerned because I had not yet heard from CeCe but I trusted that she would call me as 
soon as she had heard back from her girlfriends and former hostesses. I knew she was 
busy with her job as an academic advisor in economics for a private university in 
Chicago, so I decided to give her more time before calling. I also didn‟t want to appear to 
be too desperate.  
Then, a week later, she called on a Saturday morning right before I was getting 
ready to go on a short run to de-stress from all of the week‟s obligations, meetings and 
activities. “Hey, CeCe” I say as I answer my phone.  
“Tanya, how are you?”  
“I‟m doing well – just glad that it is the weekend.”  
“Yeah, me, too. It has been a long week.”  
“I hear you too well,” CeCe agrees.  
“So, I have gotten a response from five ladies and they would love to get together. 
I actually think I have met all of them one time or another through hostess programs and 
orientation programs. I also checked my schedule with theirs and we are all available 
Friday, December 11th. I know that is a ways away but will that work for you?”  
“Yes, that will actually be perfect – I will be traveling home for the Winter Break 
then.”  
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“Great. I don‟t know what your schedule is like but I am available that Friday 
after 5 pm. I will invite the ladies to come a little later in the evening. Also, since it will 
be late, you can spend the night with me if you‟d like.” 
“CeCe, thanks. That would be awesome.”  
“Not a problem. I‟m excited to see you – it has been over three years. I want to 
know what is going on in your world and life.”  
“Me, too. I feel like we completely lost touch after you left and finished up 
school.”  
“Yeah, I‟m terrible at keeping in touch – I‟m sorry.”  
“No worries and don‟t be sorry – I am just as bad.” 
“Well, I‟m glad that you‟re doing this study so we can reconnect.”  
I laugh. “Yeah, me, too. If nothing else, I get a chance to hang out with you 
again.”  
CeCe interrupts, “Well, I‟m meeting some family for brunch and I‟m at the 
restaurant so I better let you go. But, let‟s get in touch the week before you come up.”  
“Sounds good. I‟ll talk to you then.”  
“Okay, bye.”  
“Bye.”  
I lace up my running shoes and stretch on the porch of my condo. It is a 
delightfully warm October day. I begin my run and realize I run not only to stay fit but I 
run because it allows me to be free. During my runs, it is just me – processing my 
thoughts and de-stressing. I always feel rejuvenated after a run or a workout. I run – step-
by-step – thinking about how my dissertation and the interviews will all progress.  
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CHAPTER 9: Preparing for the Sport Hostess Story 
The time passes quickly and the day before I am to leave for Chicago I feel a little 
nervous, not knowing what to expect staying with an old classmate. However, more 
importantly, I do not know what to expect from the women I‟m about to meet. I think to 
myself, Will they be friendly? Will they be resistant to me thinking that I want to expose 
their secrets? Whatever happens, it will be whatever it will be.  
I begin to pack my bag. I contemplate the attire I want to take along for Saturday. 
I choose my black tights to go along with my three quarter-length striped dress. The one- 
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inch stripes are black, lavender, lime green and gray. The dress fits perfectly and is cute 
and trendy along with the tights and gray suede boots. I choose my silver cross earrings, 
Pandora charm bracelet, and Tiffany heart necklace Dean got me as a gift. I think this 
outfit will be the perfect mix between comfortable and fashionable. I choose more a 
fashionable outfit because I want the women to see that I am like them, if nothing else, in 
some ways, even though I was never a hostess.  
I call CeCe but she does not answer. Her professional voicemail ends and in my 
most chipper voice, I say, “Hi CeCe. It is Tanya. I just wanted to touch base with you 
before I head to Chicago and let you know that I plan on leaving at 8 am so that should 
put me in Chicago around 5 pm Central Standard Time. I will call you if I have any 
delays in my drive or problems with directions. See you tomorrow.” I hang up the phone 
a little nervous that maybe she has forgotten. But, then I remind myself that this is not 
likely as she is on top of everything. I recall her organizational skills in class and my 
fascination with her color-coded daily calendar. I always envied people that seemed to 
have their lives so organized that there were no surprises. My life seems one big surprise 
but, I guess, I like it that way.  
About a half hour after calling CeCe, I get a text. [T – I‟m at a local college fair 
for my job. I won‟t get out of here til late. Looking forward to you coming to Chi. Call 
me if you get lost.  ]. Whew, all is good to go, I think to myself. 
I get up Friday morning to my annoying alarm clock, “beep…beep…beep.” I 
don‟t like mornings. I am anxious to be in Chicago, but am not looking forward to the 
long drive it takes for me to get there. I say to myself, Thank goodness I have my IPOD 
car adapter to listen to my music. During long drives, when I get sick of my iPOD music, 
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I normally turn on the Satellite Radio and listen to Comedy Central for a few good 
laughs. My last resort is always the local radio station.  
I hastily scrub my teeth, put my contacts in and jump into the shower. Ten 
minutes later, I‟m dressed in my Guess skinny leg jeans, gray suede boots and matching 
gray cardigan. An outfit I chose to help align myself with the hostesses as a woman who 
takes pride in her appearance – assuming that the women will do the same.  I decide to 
keep my hair damp and simply braid it in a ponytail. It is the best hairdo I have yet 
discovered. It looks cute but only takes two-minutes. I wish I could find more hairstyles 
like this. I apply foundation and powered cover up to my face. I even decide to put 
eyeliner and a light gray eye shadow on my lower eyelid to accent the gray in my 
wardrobe and draw attention to my eyes. Finally, I carefully apply black mascara on my 
eyelashes and laugh at how my mouth always opens whenever I wisp the mascara wand 
through my eyelashes. I look at myself one last time for final approval and think, Perfect, 
not too much but just enough. I search through my backpack to make sure that I have my 
audio recorder, informed consents, notepad and interview questions inside. I do and they 
are all neatly organized in the front compartment of my backpack. I quickly snatch my 
Adidas athletic bag, too, with everything I will need for the night and my trip home, lock 
the door behind me and head outside to my car. The Yellow Bomber sure has taken me a 
lot of places over the past five years; I bought her the February before coming to 
Tennessee for my master‟s. This will be just one more important trip along my journey 
that she will have safely escorted me to and from. I start the car, get my IPOD adapter 
adjusted, put on my stunner shades and pull the gear into drive to begin yet another road 
trip with my lead foot on the accelerator. 
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I set out on I-75 North looking forward to arriving at major cities knowing that 
I‟m a little closer with each city‟s passing. The first is Lexington, then Louisville, and I 
always drive slowly through Seymour, Indiana, a smaller town. Often times, I will stop 
since most of Dad‟s family lives in this area; however, today I do not have the time to 
spare. I drive on knowing that I‟m a little over halfway. About an hour later, I am driving 
through Indianapolis where I stop for a few White Castle hamburgers and then it is onto 
West Lafayette, Indiana, the home of Purdue University. But, then from here on out it is 
just me and the road until I get to Gary, Indiana and the southern outskirts of Chicago.  
Once I hit Gary the traffic starts to get congested. My patience is tested as SUVs 
and even semis drive aggressively in and out of lanes. After driving in the South for five 
years it always takes me a few days to get reacquainted with big city driving. To pass the 
time, I sing along with Pink‟s Funhouse album especially the track, Glitter in the Air. I 
sing, off key, the words I can remember: 
“Have you ever thrown a fist full of glitter in the air? 
Have you ever looked fear in the face  
And said I just don‟t care? 
It‟s only half past the point of no return 
The tip of the iceberg, the sun before the burn 
The thunder before lightning; the breath before the phrase 
Have you ever felt this way?” 
I hum the next verse as I don‟t remember all the words and listen closely but then the 
chorus comes that I know. 
 “It‟s only half past the point of oblivion 
86 
 
 The hourglass on the table, the walk before the run 
 The breath before the kiss and the fear before the flames 
 Have you ever felt this way?” 
My mind wanders. I lose focus on the words – begin driving in a trance thinking that, I 
sure have felt this way, Pink. While listening to the music I think about all of the 
moments that were stepping stones for what will come next. In fact, this drive to Chicago 
is just one of those many moments. Before long, as a Corvette veers in front of me in the 
pay toll lane on the I-90 W, I realize I need to tend to the road and not my thoughts. I 
quickly notice that I need to make sure to take the Dan Ryan Expressway exit. I turn off 
the radio because I need to start paying attention to the Mapquest directions I printed off 
to get me safely to CeCe‟s town home in Lincoln Park, just north of downtown Chicago.  
 I make my way to downtown Chicago and know that I am almost to CeCe‟s. A 
few more miles until N. Halsted, which will take me right to her home. The only problem 
is that in a city like Chicago, a few miles can take 45 minutes during heavy traffic. 
Luckily, there doesn‟t seem to be too much congestion. I am making decent time: it is 
5:25 pm CST, I think to myself. Finally, I come to N. Halsted and make a left off the exit. 
I make my way to the modern and young neighborhood of Lincoln Park where CeCe 
lives. I pull up to her home - a picturesque two-story brick home with a red door. The 
front yard is small, no bigger than two large living room rugs put together and surrounded 
by a black, metal fence. The neighbors on either side are no more than ten feet away. 
Homes are definitely packed in tight here, I think to myself as I put my car in park. I call 
CeCe to make sure she is home. 
 “Hello, Tanya.” 
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 “I‟m here at your house, are you home from work?” 
 “Yes, I just beat you. I will come to the door.” 
 “Ok, see you in a second.” 
 “Ok.” 
 I turn off the car, take the keys out of the ignition and step outside and stretch – a 
big stretch. It feels good to get out of the car after a nine-hour drive. I open my back door 
and grab my Adidas athletic bag and my Swiss Gear backpack. I lock the doors and begin 
walking to CeCe‟s doorstep. I open the fence gate after a little futzing and just as I do she 
opens her front dear and screams, “Taaaannnyyaaa!” 
 “CeCe.” 
 “I‟m so glad you made it. You made great time. Let me take a bag from you.” She 
grabs the Adidas bag from me and as she does she leans forward to give me a hug, a real 
hug, a sincere hug that makes me feel at home. As she hugs me, I look off into her living 
room. It is trendy with Africana artwork on the walls and African wood figures on her 
end tables. I notice her shiny and meticulously clean wood floors. It is a beautiful place 
with earth tones and deep reds. “CeCe, this place is gorgeous.”  
 “Oh, stop girl. It is just a home.”  
 “Well, it is a wonderful home.” 
 “Thanks. I spend my free time here so I want to enjoy it,” she adds. “So, sit down 
and take a rest. Would you like something to drink? I have water, Diet Coke, orange 
juice, and milk. If you don‟t like any of those choices I could make you a Crystal Lite.” 
 “Actually, a glass of orange juice sounds perfect,” I reply. 
 “Sure. Would you like anything to munch on?”, she asks. 
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 “No, I‟m good at the moment.” 
As CeCe, stands up to walk over to her kitchen, I notice her legs are muscular and 
thick like that of a collegiate sprinter, just how I remembered. I say to myself, She sure 
doesn‟t fit the stereotype that the media has placed in my head of what a hostess should 
look like. Moreover, she is not flighty or even flirty. I can see her eating up a recruit or 
even a coach if he tried to put a move one her. From just being back in her presence I 
remember that she knows what she wants and goes after it, and she knows exactly what 
she doesn‟t want, too, I‟m sure.  
She says, “I want to hear about everything that is going on with you. But, let‟s get 
the dissertation talk out of the way so I can make sure I have everything straight before 
the ladies come,” she laughs. She always did command a conversation; yet, even as she is 
in control she is charming and graceful. Her confidence and bright eyes captivate me just 
as they did three years ago.  
I laugh. “Where do you want me to begin?” 
“Well, what are you wanting to know or to find out?” 
“In a nutshell, I am interested in women‟s experiences of being hostesses and 
their reflections of their involvement in collegiate recruiting. I‟d like to learn more about 
how hostesses navigated working in such a male-dominated field like sport. Gosh, I‟m 
interested in all of the skills they felt they gained. The pros and the cons of being a 
hostess,” I sputter. 
Without hesitating, CeCe responds, “Well first, my communication skills – that‟s 
the most important skill I learned and honed while being a hostess. It is different working 
in academics than working with 5-star athletes but it is very similar as well. Of course, 
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my experience at Western State in State Sweeties, you know, as an ambassador for the 
university – that‟s what we consider the program as ambassadors of the university - you 
learn a lot about the university so you can relate to all sorts of people, parents and 
students,” CeCe pauses thoughtfully.  
 “Then, of course, working with student-athletes - you have an excellent athlete  
 
that can choose to go to 10 different schools just like a genius can choose to go to 10  
 
different schools. You use the same skill set to be able to relate and talk about the school.  
 
Now that I work at Chicago College, I work with students that are interested in  
 
economics and want to be policy makers, economic planners or lawyers who are  
 
interested in economic fraud. But, those students can come to our school and get what  
 
they need just like when I was working for State Sweeties. „What school are you going to  
 
in order to get to your long-term goal?‟ It could be getting into the National Football  
 
League or anything else. My undergrad degree is in Political Science and Economics; I‟m  
 
mostly interested in Economics. But, the communication skills - of course, the ability to  
 
relate and meet new people – it really makes a difference working in recruiting. As a  
 
hostess you have to be able to talk to all kinds of people from all walks of life and  
 
different experiences, of all different races. And, those things really trickled down into  
 
my career right after school and even now that I‟m recruiting for Chicago College.”  
 
There‟s a pause and I say, “I can definitely see how communication skills would be  
 
integral to being a hostess. Plus, those are skills you will have forever.”     
The Controversy of Hostess Programs Begin: The Colorado Case 
“Well, there‟s no doubt about that. There‟s one thing that I would want you to 
know and keep in mind, the Colorado Case ruined hostess programs,” CeCe sighs. 
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“I‟ve read about the case and I could imagine.” 
CeCe doesn‟t even skip a beat and starts, “Well, I think it is important to know 
that there are different eras of hostess programs. What happened when I became part of 
the program - we were still the State Sweeties program, which was completely run from 
the football department. The recruiting secretary headed it up but it was a different 
program. Now there‟s another era - the Ambassador era, and it is run through 
undergraduate admissions and is a joint program with athletics. I think almost every 
hostess program is run this way now. Things changed a little through that transition. It 
was rocky and was sparked by the incidence in Colorado because hostess programs 
became illegal, so to speak.”  
“When I came into the program I just wanted to be like the young ladies that were 
part of the program. They were older, they carried themselves very well, they were all 
doing things on campus and State Sweeties was just one of the many extra-curricular 
activities they were involved in. That makes a difference. The things that you hear like, 
„Oh my gosh, the hostess program got cancelled because of so and so.‟ Well, all that 
came from what was happening nationally due to the Colorado case and that HBO special 
that happened. Did you know that they showed the State Sweeties? Like a flash of the 
State hostesses – they were just showing hostess programs from all over the country. It 
was strange and misrepresented our program,” CeCe paused in reflection. 
 I reply, “I think I saw that show. Plus, when I was trying to get more information 
on hostess programs, I read about the University of Oregon‟s recruiting group, 
Teamworks, which was featured and criticized in an episode of HBO‟s, Real Sports. This 
is the show that you‟re referring to, right? Real Sports, the show that reveals problems 
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influencing sport and demonstrates to viewers the ways in which sport and society are 
intertwined through the use of interviews, documentaries, and stories?” 
 “Yep, that‟s it,” CeCe utters. 
 “Uh-huh. I know exactly what you‟re talking about. The episode featured two 
former Teamworks members, both female, and a former member of the UO football 
team, all of whom „verified that sex can indeed be an aspect of recruiting visits‟ (Mosely, 
2002, para. 2). One of the former OU football players is quoted saying that one of the 
highlights for the high school football stars coming to the university for their official 
visits was „Girls, girls, girls‟ (Mosely, 2002, para. 3). I think that‟s it, if my memory 
serves me well.” 
 “Yes, that‟s it. It makes me sick, Tanya. Makes me just sick.”  
“I can understand that, CeCe. Didn‟t one of the former hostesses for UO explain 
in her interview on Real Sports that „being an attractive woman isn't a requisite 
aspect…[but that] it's something they would like to be included in the package‟ (Mosely, 
2002, para. 5). 
“Probably, that sounds about right,” she responds. 
“I think that 22 of the 30 University of Oregon Teamworks members were female 
in 2002 and they said in the show that in Pac-10 Conference, Oregon State University and 
USC‟s football recruiting programs were 100% female at that time.” 
“It really wasn‟t uncommon then,” CeCe interjects almost angrily. “Yeah, they 
brought up the „sexual indecency‟ that occurs during official recruiting visits and one of 
the former hostesses said, „When hosting recruits, the women sometimes feel as though 
recruits expect you‟re going to do more than just be their guide‟ (Mosely, 2002, para. 6). 
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I‟m telling you Tanya, they showed such a narrow view of hostess programs. Media loves 
a story. I don‟t ever remember being pressured or even encouraged to participate in any 
activities with football recruits outside of their clocked hours as ambassadors. Even still, 
the two former hostesses expressed „the point of Teamwork was to show recruits a good 
time, made obvious by the fact that all the enrollees are female and good looking‟ 
(Mosely, 2002, para. 15). That was really upsetting for me at the time. I still get a little 
worked up about it but I have learned to shrug some of it off.” There‟s a pause. Then, 
CeCe says, “What happened was awful.”  
I nod my head, “Yeah, the case received a lot of attention regarding athletic 
recruiting and student-athlete misconduct.”  
“It really is the case that caused the change in the way that hostess programs were 
coordinated, named and regulated at universities across the country. Ms. Simpson and 
Ms. Gilmore, I believe those were the women in the case. Jeez, I‟ve read about it so many 
times I know all the details. Anyways, allegedly, they were sexually assaulted at a party 
at Ms. Gilmore‟ apartment by CU football players and high school athletes on a 
recruiting visit. Part of the sales efforts was to show recruits „a good time.‟ To this end, 
recruits were paired with Ambassadors, who showed them around campus, and player 
hosts, who were responsible for the recruits‟ entertainment. Story has it that at least some 
of the recruits who came to Ms. Simpson‟s apartment had been promised an opportunity 
to have sex” (Lisa Simpson v. The University of Colorado Boulder, 2007, p. 6).  
 She takes a breath, and, then continues, “Then, during the party, Ms. Simpson was 
intoxicated and tired so she went to her bedroom to sleep. Allegedly, she awoke to two 
recruits taking off her clothes and the young men continued to sexually assault her while 
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players gathered around to watch around her bed. CU players “demanded sexual favors: 
and she was „unable to resist or leave because she was terrified and surrounded by at least 
five large football players and recruits‟ (Lisa Simpson v. The University of Colorado 
Boulder, 2007, p. 4). Then, in the meantime and in the same room, two CU football 
players and another man sexually assaulted Ms. Gilmore. She was too impaired from 
alcohol to partake in consensual sex” (Lisa Simpson v. The University of Colorado 
Boulder, 2007). CeCe pauses for a breath. I think to myself, Wow, I‟m impressed she 
knows so much about this.         
 “Then, I think it was in March of 2005, the court ruled that no reasonable person 
could find that Colorado had definite notice of the sexual harassment of Colorado 
students by football players and recruits, or that Colorado was intentionally unresponsive 
to the harassment” (Lisa Simpson v. The University of Colorado, Boulder, 2007). The 
case really “…has put universities and athletic departments on notice that they may be 
held accountable for their student-athlete sexual harassment, forcing them to take a 
deeper look into the practices and behaviors of the administration and their student-
athletes” (Goble, 2008, p. 54-55).   
I think to myself, Most people only seem to refer to it but she knows the details in 
and out.    
CeCe continues on, “In September 2007, the U.S. Court of Appeals overturned 
the verdict, stating the evidence that the association of sexual wrongdoing with college 
football programs had been a subject of widespread reporting and trepidation at Colorado 
for a number of years” (Lisa Simpson v. The University of Colorado Boulder, 2007). “In 
fact, in 1997, a CU football recruit at a party hosted by a CU football player allegedly 
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raped a female high school student. After these accusations, the Boulder district attorney 
advised CU administrators to employ policies and practices relevant to rape prevention 
training for their athletes. The university and athletic program made little attempts to 
educate its athletes and implement preventive procedures. During former Head Coach 
Gary Barnett‟s tenure, it was disputed that he weakened attempts to solve the problem by 
persuading the victim not to file criminal charges against CU football players.”  
 She pauses, again, and I ask, “Due to the history of Colorado football‟s sexual 
harassment accusations, wasn‟t it proven that the coaching staff as well as athletic 
administration was deliberately indifferent to Ms. Simpson and Ms. Gilmore‟s reports of 
sexual assault by university recruits and football players?” 
“Yeah, I was told that the ruling of Lisa Simpson, and Anne Gilmore v. 
University of Colorado, 500 F.3d 1170 (2007) means that judges and administrators will 
no longer dismiss the sexual behavior historically occurring in recruiting practices or 
sexual misconduct by its student-athletes or administration.” 
I think to myself, I‟ve been told several times in conversations that following the 
2001 University of Colorado recruiting scandal and sexual assault case several changes 
were made in recruiting programs across the country; however, my search for records or 
documentation of such NCAA required changes has continued to be futile. It seems to me 
that, incredibly, the use of pretty women as bartering tactics in recruitment as well as to 
recruit student-athletes with previous criminal records, in particular young men with a 
history of sexual violence, is up to individual institutions and athletic departments. 
 I think some more about what I‟ve read in The Stronger Women Get, The More 
Men Love Football: Sexism and the American Culture of Sports (Burton-Nelson, 1994),  
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a beloved book of mine and how sexism is normalized in sports:   
 …beyond ballparks, sexism is becoming unfashionable, immoral, illegal. But in 
 the manly sports world – which is broadcast daily throughout society…misogyny 
 is beginning to seem downright sporting. Nostalgic. Liberating…In the manly 
 world of sports, guys can still be guys. During televised sport broadcasts, 
 millions of men watch, without complaint, female cheerleaders who perform 
 lascivious dances and commercials that depict women as busty decorations (p. 
 83).            
 My thought is disrupted when CeCe claims, “You know, it is really annoying that 
the media makes it seem like being a hostess is all about being sexually available to 
athletes. When, really, I know that my experience was nothing like that. It seems like the 
Real Sports show alleged that both liquor and women were available to recruits when 
they are off campus with player-hosts. I think Smith, the former Oregon football player 
on the show said, „Girls and sex are part of a lot of people's trips. A lot of recruits base 
their judgment of how good a school was or how good that trip was on whether or not 
they got to meet a couple of young girls or hang out with a couple girls‟ (Mosely, 2002, 
para. 22).            
 I think to myself, Women - just „beauties‟ in a man‟s world so that culture 
remains male (Wolf, 1991), make eye contact with CeCe and can see the disappointment 
in her eyes. She continues on, “The thing that was unfortunate about all that was that it 
was a different experience just in general because after that you started thinking, „Should 
I be a part of this?‟ I never really had that because I never really thought of what I was 
doing as something that was wrong. I always thought about having a passion for sharing 
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something that I‟m already interested in and that‟s what I do now. I believe in our 
program at Chicago College just like I believed in our football program at Western State. 
So, when I‟m talking to mothers and fathers and brothers and sisters and girlfriends – you 
name it – I‟m actually passionate about it…this is what I do. „If you have a question, I‟m 
happy to answer that question.‟”        
 “As a hostess for the university you help shape the program. There are times 
when people look at the program as getting close to the actual football players when 
realistically, you‟re not. You don‟t – you don‟t touch – you‟re not talking to the current 
football players at all, actually. You‟re only with the actual recruits and these could be 
16- or 17- year old boys. They are OBNOXIOUS. Some people never look at it that way. 
It is just like „ickkk.‟ They have acne. They‟re loud.”     
 “It is weird, Tanya. I‟m telling you when you think about it like that - it makes 
more sense. The apprehensions for me came after the transition. The transition happened 
in 2004 - 2005 and that was our first season in 2005 with males and females and having a 
different advisor. It was hard because people just didn‟t know what we did and had all the 
stereotypes they had heard nationally in their heads. Change always comes with some 
resistance, though.”         
 “Isn‟t that the truth CeCe?!”, I laugh.       
 “It sure is”, she replies with a warm smile and sigh.     
 “You know, I could go on and on about this all day.”  
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CHAPTER 10: The First Discrepancy between Hostesses   
As the doorbell rings, CeCe mutters, “Oh man, I can‟t believe it is already 6:00 
pm. The ladies are probably going to be here soon,” as she hurries to the door. 
 When the door opens, in walks a petite put together brunette. “Patricia, you made 
it here quick, girlfriend,” CeCe laughs.       
 “I know, I got lucky. Things are backing up fast on the interstate, though.” The 
two embrace and you can tell the genuineness in their friendship. Patricia walks over to 
me with a wide grin and warmly says, “Sweetie, you must be Tanya?” I stand and say, 
“Yes, I am Tanya.”          
 “Well, hello love. I am Patricia.” I extend my hand to shake hers and she says, 
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“No handshakes here. I only give handshakes when we are in the office, darling.” She 
throws her arms toward me and we hug. I think to myself, Wow, this was not how I 
planned it. I should have felt awkward but I didn‟t. In fact, I felt quite at home once 
again. “Well, thanks. I prefer hugs myself,” I mutter.     
 “You can never have too many hugs. How was your drive from Tennessee?” “It 
was good.” I answer cordially. Does she really want to hear that my drive was long and 
boring?, I ask myself. I realize sometimes people ask questions that they really don‟t 
want the answer to. “She sure did her research on me,” I laugh to myself.   
 “That‟s good. It sounds like we are going to have a fun gals‟ night tonight. Even 
though I‟m 36, I still consider it a girls‟ weekend because I never want to grow up,” she 
chuckles softly. “Working day in and day out in athletics with a bunch of men is 
exhausting. You would think I would be used to it by now. But, you get tired of having to 
prove yourself. When it is just us gals, there‟s nothing to prove,” Patricia smiles. She is 
assured of herself – that‟s clear to see. Yet, even though she is assured she seems down to 
earth. I don‟t say anything but just nod my head.      
 CeCe adds, “Well, you are at least fortunate enough to have some years under 
your belt. I am 27 and trying to earn respect amongst educated White people. They are so 
uptight,” CeCe laughs. I think of all the times Dean told me that I was uptight, and, add, 
“Do you really think white people are uptight?”      
 “I don‟t want to stereotype but the majority of White folk I know are a lot more 
uptight than the Black folk I know. The White people at my work always have to be early 
to everything and have a plan for every minute of their day. „Why not enjoy life once in 
awhile?‟ That is what I want to say to them,” I remember that I can always count on 
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CeCe to be honest.          
 Patricia interjects, “Well, CeCe, I am not uptight!”    
 “You‟re right – you don‟t fit the mold,” CeCe laughs.    
 I remember now how CeCe debriefed me that Patricia was a Southern belle from 
money in Georgia. She told me that I‟d find Patricia polite but blunt and very self-assured 
- a 36 year-old woman working in athletics. I find Patricia to be an attractive woman and 
as I‟m thinking this she says, “I don‟t fit the mold in a lot of areas of my life. Plus, I‟m 
like a fine wine - I get better with time. Ya‟ll know what I mean,” and the three of us 
laugh. While she says this in a joking manner, I know at some level she is being serious 
about what she has just said. She‟s confident without apologies.     
 “Tanya, you could pass for a former hostess, sweetheart,” Patricia says, changing 
subjects in her delightful Southern drawl.       
 “Uh, well, thanks,” I stammer, not knowing how I am really supposed to respond 
to this.          
 “There‟s a look to hostesses. Everybody knows it and I think you have that look, 
sweetie,” Patricia continues.        
 CeCe looks a little irritated. There‟s a pause and then CeCe begins to fume, “I 
interviewed hostesses for two years. There‟s more to being a hostess than looks. You 
have to be able to communicate. I could never handle it if girls weren‟t able to 
communicate a genuine interest in football; that is important. „Are you interested in 
football?‟ „Are you interested in being a part of the program?‟ „Are you interested in a 
player?‟ „Are you interested in just wearing a maroon jacket and being special on game 
day?‟ „What is your actual interest?‟ The interest factor is important.”    
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 “„Why do you want to do this?‟ „What is your experience with football?‟ I always 
asked, „How many games did you go to last year?‟ „How many games did you go to last 
season?‟ That always gets people. They might say, „Oh, I didn‟t get to go to any games 
last season.‟ „Ok, so why are you interested in working for our program that is strictly 
dedicated to you going to every football game during the season?‟ It really happened 
more often than not. Or, when someone said, „I went to every game. I went and sat in the 
rain.‟ And, the girls who would say, „Well, I didn‟t go to any away games because I 
couldn‟t get there.‟ I couldn‟t handle that.”       
 CeCe is talking so fast, it is all I can do to keep up. It seems to be that there‟s a lot 
of questions involved in why somebody wants to be a hostess, I think to myself.    
 She continues, “I needed the girls to have a knowledge base of football and what 
we were doing there. When I asked, „Who is the head coach?‟ and they said, „Oh, I don‟t 
know‟, that wasn‟t going to cut it. Or, „If Coach Moore came in here right now, what 
would you say to him?‟ If they said, „Who is Coach Moore?‟, That doesn‟t work, either. 
Those kinds of things make a big difference.”      
 “Keep in mind that it is how you carry yourself that makes you attractive. You 
know, I never thought, „Oh my gosh, she is ugly‟ or „she is fat‟ or anything like that. We 
never really got into that. It was all about how the girls carried themselves. Bigger girls – 
„What do they have on?‟ „How do they feel in their own skin?‟ „Are they looking down?‟ 
„Was a girl sitting with her legs wide open?‟ We were dealing with 17- and 18- year old 
guys. They don‟t really care. But, „How do you feel about yourself?‟ „Are you able to 
make eye contact?‟ „Are you going to be confident around parents?‟ Those things go into 
attractiveness.”         
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 Patricia is shaking her head and says, “You know, CeCe – I don‟t care what you 
say, darling - looks matter. I‟ve been working in athletics now for quite some time and 
I‟m telling you, it matters. It is marketing, the basics of marketing. Why do you think any 
time you turn on the television you see a beautiful face? It is because people want to see 
beautiful faces. It is a sad reality but the same goes for a hostess trying to sell a 
university. The best salespeople tend to be attractive people. Why? I don‟t know why; it 
is just how it is. I think you are kidding yourself if you think that at no point were you 
looking for attractive women. I get it that nobody wants to be vain about it. But, 
sweetheart, human beings are vain. I‟m vain and if I‟m going to hire an intern for my 
marketing program and I‟m interviewing two young gals who have equal experiences, 
education and qualifications – even me, as 36- year- old woman – I‟m going to hire the 
more attractive female to represent my university‟s athletic department.”    
 “I‟ve had to climb the ladder and I‟m not going to tell you that it isn‟t harder 
because I‟m a female. But, I don‟t give them a reason not to hire me. I outwork and 
outsmart my colleagues and competition on a regular basis. I think it also helps that I‟m 
attractive. Sweetheart, I have to be honest with you. „Is it fair?‟ „No.‟ But, all of these 
factors help me to be successful in athletics. I hear what you‟re trying to say but I don‟t 
think it is reality and I‟m going to have to call you on your bluff,” Patricia smirks.  
 CeCe looks at Patricia and says, “I think so many different people find various 
things attractive. Who am I to say what is or isn‟t attractive?”   
 “CeCe, I get on an ethical level what you‟re saying but that‟s not how it works, 
love. You‟re not going to convince me otherwise – no matter how hard you try,” she 
giggles. I am cracking up at Patricia; her sincerity can be heard in her voice while at the 
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same time she is being completely direct and honest with CeCe.     
 CeCe argues back, “Well, maybe it was more that I was a stickler and I needed 
hostesses to look presentable – no stringy hair. There‟s a way you need to carry yourself. 
Like this, this is how I choose to carry myself every day.” She looks down at her fitted 
black pants, trendy Gucci jean vest and black long-sleeve fitted tee.  I notice her black 
head band and black and silver accessories. For the first time, I notice that she has black 
leather thigh-high boots on and think, How did I miss those earlier? How does she walk 
in those? I‟d tip over for sure if I‟d wear those boots!     
 CeCe continues, “You don‟t have to do this every day. You know, t-shirt and 
jeans is fine. Is your t-shirt ironed? How do you feel about yourself? Some people may 
go through life thinking, „I don‟t care what people think about me.‟ Well, that‟s fine. It is 
okay to not care what people think about you - totally fine. But, what do you expect 
people to think when you come out of the house looking crazy? To bring that back to 
being attractive, how do you feel in your own skin? I feel just fine in my Old Navy 
pajamas and tank top. Would I wear that to the mall? Probably not…I might,” she laughs. 
 Patricia has waited patiently to respond and does so softly, “Exactly my point - 
appearance matters and part of appearance is the make-up we mask our face with and the 
clothes we wear, dear. For you to say attractiveness doesn‟t matter is inaccurate in my 
opinion.”          
 CeCe sighs, “It just depends. Being attractive means a lot more than perfect skin, 
perfect teeth. It is about how you carry yourself. Yes, we had ladies that were not the 
most attractive, but guys loved them. Guys loved them because they were comfortable in 
their own skin. Mothers loved them because they were comfortable in their own skin. 
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Being attractive includes, for instance, someone‟s body language and gestures. Is she 
looking down or does she have a scar that she is always trying to cover up with her hand? 
Well, that‟s not going to help and you look insecure. The scar is not going to go away. 
You‟re beautiful just the way you are. If a woman‟s hand is always covering her face or 
she‟s always looking down or she doesn‟t open her mouth because her teeth aren‟t perfect 
– those are the things that go into attractiveness. That‟s unattractive behavior.”   
 Patricia agrees, “Yes, you are exactly right, sweetie. If someone is confident, they 
immediately become more attractive.”      
 CeCe interjects again, “I was actually 30 pounds heavier when I was in college. 
So, if someone would have told me that I couldn‟t make it because I was heavier or not 
the most attractive I would have been upset – in college you are finding yourself anyway. 
But, I‟ve always been able to talk to people and that‟s a gift that I have. I need to be able 
to share that gift. So, for someone to say, „Oh my gosh, her jacket has got to be too big or 
her skirt is way too big‟ or even „She looks fat‟…we didn‟t really do that.”   
 “We were looking for young ladies to be a part of the program – I interviewed 
three years so that‟s a lot of ladies. I‟m telling you that it is mostly about how you carry 
yourself. So, who am I to say what beauty is? I sat there and thought in the interviews, 
„What about her made me feel like she was unattractive?‟ Well, she was unattractive 
because she squeaked when she talked or her legs were wide open with a skirt on – that 
just can‟t happen and girls did it all the time. That‟s just disgusting – nobody wants to see 
that.”            
 I can‟t keep my laughter in and start to giggle. Even more so, I can‟t help but 
think of the times when Dad had to budge me in the middle of a church service when I 
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was growing up telling me to “close my legs.” I think that‟s why I didn‟t like to wear 
skirts to church – it was just uncomfortable for me. However, somewhere down the road I 
learned to keep my legs crossed, especially when wearing a skirt or dress.  
 CeCe continues, “Those are the little things that you think about. It is nice to be 
attractive but I also believe that there is someone for everybody. You know, somebody 
will like her. You like it but I love it. If you carry yourself in a way that you love 
yourself, no one will ever question it. It is a lot like when you have a zit before prom and 
you‟re the only one who notices it, nobody else even notices it,” she smiles and chuckles. 
We all laugh.           
 During the pause, I sit absorbing the conversation as two intelligent former 
hostesses debate the importance of attractiveness of women in hostess programs. I think 
to myself, This is complex. If women who were both hostesses cannot come to a 
consensus, how am I going to be able to wrap my hands around all of this? It is messy 
because as human beings our identities never form to clear lines, and, surely, either do 
Patricia and CeCe‟s.  
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CHAPTER 11: There‟s More than One Sport Hostess Story 
…there are “realities” more so than there is a “reality.” What counts as the truth 
depends on where you are standing when you observe or participate in it, what 
you believe about it in the first place, and what you want to do with it – or who is 
paying you to do something with it – once you name it.  
 - Bud Goodall, Jr. (2000), Writing the new ethnography 
Thankfully, moments later the doorbell rings. The conversation was getting tense, 
so I am happy to have a distraction. I think to myself, I feel like I should chime in but 
what would I say? I have never been a hostess. CeCe gets up and says, “Well, I‟m sure 
we‟ll talk about all these kinds of things all night,” she laughs. “But, now hopefully, there 
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will be four other women on my side.” She opens her red front door and standing on the 
step are four women – two White and two Black. CeCe says, “Welcome, welcome. Come 
in and make yourself at home. Feel free to put your jackets and bags in this spare 
bedroom,” as she points to the bedroom on their right hand side, “and go into the living 
room.” She hugs each one of them as they mosey in from outside. Some of the ladies are 
rubbing their hands together trying to warm up from the cold.  
“Ok, so that we don‟t have to re-introduce each other more than once, go ahead 
and get comfy in the living room.”  As CeCe shouts this I am reminded again at how well 
she takes charge of situations. I chuckle to myself, She must have honed this skill while 
she was a hostess. I admire her ability to take charge with confidence; I think more 
women should have this ability. I think even of myself, and how I am sometimes passive 
in situations such as this.  
A Success Story  
 As the women take off their jackets and place their bags in the spare bedroom I 
think to myself, They are just everyday women. But, one sticks out as breathtaking to me. 
I focus on her mesmerizing beauty. She is a light-skinned Black woman with a perfect 
complexion and gray warm eyes lighting the room. Her high cheekbones define her entire 
face and her smile is wide and warm. She is curvaceous and her body proportions seem 
perfect – like that of Halle Berry‟s. I think to myself, She looks a lot like Halle Berry. 
Gosh, I can hardly take my eyes off her. I wonder how in the world high school boys 
could? She‟s stunning. As she walks into the living room, I purposely look away from her 
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and look around. She walks toward me and makes eye contact with me as I say, “Hi, I‟m 
Tanya.”  
 “Hey, Tanya. I‟m Simone. You mind if I sit by you?” 
 “Not at all”, I respond still distracted by her beauty.  
 She smiles and her teeth are perfectly straight and as white as the clouds. I wonder 
if she had braces or if she was blessed to have perfect teeth in addition to a killer face. 
She has skintight jeans on with diamond stud trimming along the seams and pockets. Her 
bright pink blouse fits snug to her figure and has diamond studs along the scoop neckline. 
I notice the huge diamond ring on her left hand and am blinded. I have never seen a ring 
that big in person in my entire life. The diamond takes my breath away as much as her 
physical beauty does. She interrupts my thought when she says, “So, where are you 
from? I don‟t think I‟ve met you before.” 
 “I am from Tennessee.” 
 “Oh, wow. You drove all the way from Tennessee?” 
 “Yeah, it was a long drive.” 
 “I bet. Where were you a hostess?” 
 “Oh, I wasn‟t a hostess.” 
 She laughs, “Oh, you are the woman who wants to learn more about what hostess 
programs are all about, then?”  If it weren‟t for her smile, I would have thought her words 
were a sign of resistance. 
 “Yep, that‟s me. Thanks for coming and being a part of this.” 
 “Oh, girl. Don‟t thank me. I‟m happy to do this. Plus, my husband is out of town 
this weekend so I‟m glad to have some time to recharge with the ladies.”  
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 Not knowing what to ask, I say, “Oh, what does your husband do?” 
 “He plays football.” 
 “Wow, really?” 
 Simone smirks, “Yep, really.” 
 I don‟t want to make her uncomfortable or seem judgmental. Yet, at the same 
time, I don‟t want to seem like I‟m too amazed. So, after a pause, I say, “That‟s great.” 
 “To be honest, most days it is really great. But, there‟s a lot that comes with being 
married to a man who plays in the NFL. During the season, the weekends are shot so he 
misses family weddings and events. That can really be hard. Plus, we have more money 
than most and everybody wants help financially. We can‟t possibly help all of our family 
members out whenever they have a problem or their car breaks down. We want to, but we 
also need to protect ourselves. Everybody always wants a piece of our pie,” she sighs and 
pauses. 
 “I can imagine that would be really hard,” I respond. 
 “It is but you get used to it. You also get used to all of the groupies - all of the 
women looking to get at a man with money. I am used to it now. I even experienced that 
when we were in undergrad. Girls were always trying to talk with Immanuel. We have a 
lot of trust in our relationship and you need to have that if you‟re going to be with a man 
in the NFL. Thankfully, we have always had a very healthy relationship.”  
 “That is always important in any relationship,” I add. 
 “It sure is.” 
 “So, you met your husband in undergrad?,” I ask. 
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 “Yep,” Simone laughs and smiles. “Funny, huh? I met him before he was ever 
anybody. We were freshmen and had English 203 together. Ah, I had no idea he even 
played football but his body was amazing and he was so cute. I was so excited when after 
a week of class he sat right next to me and asked if I would go to Dairy Queen and grab 
some ice cream on Sunday,” she laughs. “It was so cheesy, but sweet. I fell in love with 
him immediately and we have been together ever since.”  
 I can tell as Simone talks that she is to this day in love with her husband and her 
happiness makes me happy. She is smiling as she reminisces about how their love began. 
Love does this. I ask her, “So, how did you find out about hostessing?” 
 “Well, this is going to sound so shallow to say, but from my husband,” she 
laughs. “He was the reason that I became a hostess. There was actually a posting in our 
school newspaper and some of the other girls that stayed in the sorority dorms with me 
said that I would make a good hostess because I seemed like a „people person‟, I smiled a 
lot, and that was what they were looking for in a hostess. So, the feedback from 
Immanuel and other people was what got me interested in getting involved. I was also 
looking for extra-curricular activities to do on campus besides just be a student.” I 
appreciate Simone‟s honesty and humbleness.  
 Suddenly, CeCe says, “Ok, ladies. I think we can get started and introduce one 
another. But, before we do that, does anybody want anything to drink or eat before we get 
going?” I hadn‟t even realized that all of the women were sitting down and ready to get 
started. Simone and I tell CeCe that we are both fine. Out of the corner of my eye I can 
see CeCe walking to and from her kitchen bringing the ladies the beverages they 
requested. Simone and I continue our conversation. 
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 “And, I actually remember my husband telling me after my interview, „Oh, babe, 
you‟re going to make it. They like you and they said how pretty you were.‟ He was 
talking about the coaches. He said, „I know you‟re going to make it.‟ He told me about a 
couple of other people like, „Oh, she‟s not going to make it. They didn‟t like her, her hair 
was too short or her teeth were too big,‟ you know those superficial things that the 
coaches would say to the players and the players would say to the coaches, like, „Pick her 
because she‟s got a big booty.‟ I do recall one girl - Desiree was her name - she probably 
would‟ve made it anyway because she had the grades and definitely had the personality. 
But, she had a big booty.” I giggle as Simone continues, “She was slim with a big butt. 
The players and probably even Immanuel went to the coaches, for that matter, because 
they thought she was so fine. They told the coaches, „You better pick Desiree or we are 
going to be pissed.‟ I felt like the players put a lot of emphasis on them choosing her and 
had an influence on whether or not some of the other girls were chosen, too.” 
 “But, they made sure that the people; the ladies that they pulled in were not 
coming to just be around the ball players. We really did not associate with the football 
team at all. That was kind of against the rules, you know, associating with them. But, 
they did know that my husband and I were dating. We didn‟t get married until after 
college, but we were dating before I became a hostess. My first year it was explained to 
me that I was there for the recruits. But, the girls who just wanted to be invited to the 
parties that the athletes have – the groupies – they were not encouraged to be part of the 
program.” She stops and laughs, “See, I have to explain to people all the time that I met 
my husband in college and they realize that I was a hostess. Then, they say, „Oh, you met 
him while you were a hostess.‟ „No, I actually met him before I even became a hostess.‟ 
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We met in class. So, of course, when I became a hostess he laid the ground rules and said 
to the guys, „Don‟t look at my girlfriend.‟ He would say that to the athletes and the 
coaches would even say, „Don‟t mess with Immanuel‟s girl.‟  
 Most of the girls that was their purpose – to get close to the athlete - and we had 
guys that had potential. We had a lot of guys that were potentially NFL candidates and 
the girls knew that. So, they were looking to get close to them.”   
Introductions and Attire 
 I‟m interested in what Simone is telling me; so, I‟m disappointed when I see 
CeCe bringing everyone to order out of the corner of my eye, “Thanks, ladies, for being 
here.” I turn my body away from Simone and face CeCe at the front of the living room. “I 
know that we are all from different universities and some of us may know each other and 
others don‟t. I‟m thinking we can just start by going around the room and telling 
everybody who we are, where we were a hostess during undergrad, and then we can go 
from there. Wait, let‟s also share the most horrendous outfit or item you had to wear as a 
hostess.” She giggles as do all of the other women. I simply smile.  
 “I will start.” She sits down in her brown leather love seat and begins, “I‟m CeCe 
and you all know me. I was a hostess at Western State. Now, I know that the topic of 
what hostesses wear can sometimes be atrocious for us to reminisce about. But, a lot of 
the time I had a say in what we wore. But, of all the things I hated wearing, it was the 
high heels. I always told the girls to bring flip-flops to walk home in after the game. If 
your feet hurt, there‟s nothing I can do about that,” she laughs. The ladies laugh along 
with her. CeCe turns to her right and nods at Patricia to go next.  
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 “Ok, I guess I‟m next. My name is Patricia. I want to add that I believe that I am 
the oldest hostess here tonight and I am quite proud to represent the „80s hostess era.” 
She stops to chuckle. “But, for me the worst outfit were these yellow silk outfits that we 
had to wear. They were AWFUL. To be honest, they did absolutely nothing for 
anybody‟s figure. You could be Cindy Crawford and people would be wondering, „What 
kind of fool is wearing that?‟ Oh, and, yes, ladies, even in the „80s we wore high heels 
and my feet are still feeling the pain from those long walks around campus.” She smiles 
and CeCe interrupts, “You forgot to tell us what college you went to?” 
 “Oh, I went to South State. You rah rah Panthers,” she cheers in her Southern 
accent. I cannot help but chuckle and feel better when all of the other women laugh, too. I 
think, Patricia sure is a hoot.  
As we all quiet down from laughing, Simone begins. “I am Simone and I went to 
Midwestern. Most of the time they told us what they wanted us to wear. Well, before we 
got the director we would come up with what we‟d wear on weekends. Surprisingly, we 
always agreed on our decision. But, when we got the director she had a schedule of how 
we would dress every game. During home games it was pretty much a polo-style shirt 
and the khaki shorts. Now, it was never stated to wear mini shorts, but once it started it 
was the trend and that‟s what they expected. Now, some women could not pull off those 
short shorts. So, that‟s how I knew that there was a particular body type necessary to be a 
hostess because they knew that the players liked the way it looked, the recruits liked the 
way it looked. Now, the moms probably didn‟t, but that didn‟t really matter.” All of the 
ladies laugh. “It is the truth. I wouldn‟t want my son bringing home a woman wearing 
those shorts, but I knew I looked good when I wore them.” I think back to my own 
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college days and how I would not be caught dead in some of the shirts I would wear out 
and about on the weekends. I know that I would have been embarrassed if I ran into 
anyone who remotely knew me. I think to myself, It is funny how as we grow up we learn 
that some things are not attractive any longer, and, for some of us, it becomes more 
important to be presentable than sexy.  
There‟s a pause and I realize that I‟m next. I feel a sense of uneasiness and rub my 
hands on my jeans. Before I even have a chance to begin, CeCe interjects, “And, this is 
Tanya. She is writing her dissertation on our experiences, so, she is the reason we are all 
here. Do you want to tell the ladies more about yourself, Tanya?” 
I nod my head and even though I‟ve rehearsed a million times what I was going to 
say, I wonder to myself, What should I say, specifically? With that I laugh, “Well, I have 
never had the opportunity to wear a hostess outfit as I went to a small liberal arts college 
where big-time recruiting was something we only heard of. Athletes found their own 
means to get to the university and generally drove from the surrounding areas. But, if I 
was a hostess, I would have preferred a nice pair of slacks over a dress.” The smiles and 
laughs from the women reassure me that I am accepted. I feel more relaxed and take a 
deep breath and begin. “Well, I never knew there were hostess programs until I attended 
my graduate school university. To be honest, at first, I bought into all of the stereotypes 
that I saw on the media and that people told me. But, as I talked to more and more people 
and thought more about the number of women involved in the programs, I began to think 
that there‟s more going on in hostess programs than what the outsiders know – both good 
and bad.” Take another deep breath, I think. I hope that I do not offend anyone, but also 
want to be sure that I am honest with them. “I sometimes found myself being boxed in as 
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a young woman in the field of sport and know that people sometimes assumed that they 
knew who I was or what I was about. Well, I decided that the same must apply to you, as 
former sport hostesses. I really want to know what your experience was like and how you 
make sense of that experience. It is my perception that, often times, this story – your 
story - is never heard.” I stop and from the eye contact and nods that I am receiving from 
the women around the room, I realize that maybe, just maybe, I have been accepted as 
someone to be trusted to come into their circle.  
Then, Patricia says, “Yes, this is needed. Thanks.” I hear another, “Yes, thanks” 
and some chatter. Whew! I always thought someone or one of the women would be a little 
resistant, but, so far that is not the case, I say to myself. I notice that my palms are no 
longer clammy.  
The woman sitting on the leather LazyBoy recliner to my left begins. “Well, 
Tanya, I don‟t know if you would have made it at Eastern,” and she stops to laugh. “We 
wore skirts every game. We all had to look the same. It was so important to our director 
that we all looked the same. Our director preferred that we all wear A-line khaki skirts 
but she would let some people wear straight pencil skirts. But, me, I‟m an A-line kind of 
girl.” 
“Wait, you never told us your name,” CeCe asks; leave it to her to keep everyone 
on task.  
 “Oh, my name is Leandra,” she laughs. Leandra is petite and studious-looking 
with her Ralph Lauren frameless glasses. Her skin is the color of mocha and her dark 
eyes are accented by her long curly eyelashes. Her khaki dress pants and blue pin stripe 
collared shirt give the impression that she is casual and professional. I notice that she is 
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big busted, yet, it seems that through her choice of blouses, she has tried not to accent her 
chest. I refocus on what she is saying rather than what she is wearing.   
 “Our skirts always needed to be a decent length and we wore brown shoes. We 
didn‟t wear black shoes. We needed to have brown shoes - that was just part of the rules. 
And, like everybody else, I hated wearing high heels. Oh, they killed my feet, but I just 
got so used to it.” 
 Then, Leandra stops and pauses, looking to her left, letting the next woman know 
that it is her turn to go ahead. “Ok, I guess it is my turn. I am Kallie and I went to Big 
State. I was a hostess for three years and loved the experience. Now, the one thing that I 
remembered wearing and hating were these God-awful wool jackets. They were hideous. 
I don‟t know who thought they looked nice?! Grandma, maybe?! I sure didn‟t,” she 
laughs.  
 “I think one year we wore jump suits – like just your basic warm-up suit. That 
was a comfy outfit. Now, the ladies, we loved them. However, I don‟t think the recruiting 
coordinator did because we only wore them that one year. Then, after that we always 
dressed real formal with skirts and polo shirts. And, yes, those damn high heels. I don‟t 
know how I wore those!” As I listen to Kallie, I notice that she is attractive but not overly 
attractive according to U.S. beauty standards. Her auburn curly hair is gelled and shiny. I 
notice her average build. Her Nike yoga gear look comfy and I wish I had more 
comfortable clothes on, too.  I think to myself, Again, hostesses are really every-day 
women. Who has the power to “name” these women as “easy, sluts and jersey chasers? 
But, then, before I let myself go too far, I remember how I let myself believe all of these 
stories. I wonder, How did I let people influence me so much? I really need to do my 
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research and make my own decisions. I notice that I have gotten lost again in my own 
thoughts, as the women have been having a conversation between themselves. I say to 
myself, Tanya, the purpose of you being here is to learn from them, not to think about 
how this experience makes you feel. I refocus on their conversation and realize that CeCe 
is talking.  
 “It was so important to have everybody look professional. I was very much into 
holding people accountable and I think that my experience as captain really helped me to 
be able to do that. Realistically, if I gave you expectations, then I could hold you 
accountable for them because these were the expectations: (a) I needed you to not smell 
like alcohol when I saw you; (b) I needed you to not have bags under your eyes because 
you knew you had to work today and this is a job. „Would you go to your job at Sprint 
looking like you got hit by a bus?‟ You wouldn‟t. It was very important that we were 
eager and excited. That passion had to come through every day. Part of that passion is 
displayed by our camaraderie in our attire.”  
 At this point, I realize that CeCe must be defending the importance of all of the 
women looking identical. I am not sure what I missed but am gathering that someone said 
that she didn‟t feel it was important that everyone looked the same.  But, it is too late for 
me to find out now. CeCe looks to her right at the last woman left to introduce herself 
and says, “I‟m sorry, Alex. I completely cut you off and you haven‟t even introduced 
yourself yet.”  
 Demurely Alex says, “Oh, that‟s ok.” A sweet smile escapes her lips.  “I‟m Alex 
and I went to Private University. Frankly, I have to really think back about what we wore.  
I just remember that I always wanted to be a hostess because I grew up a huge fan of 
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Private University. My family members are huge fans and I grew up a fan my whole life.  
Then, when I got to college and learned that some of the older girls in my sorority were 
hostesses: I was dying to join.  They were so lucky in my eyes.  So, I applied after my 
first year and got in.  But, as far as what we wore, I just know we wore the same thing 
every weekend.  It was fun.” As Alex is introducing herself to us, I notice that she is very 
thin and seems to have a lot of make-up on to make her pale skin appear more tan.  Her 
blonde hair is pulled back in a tight ponytail. As I am surveying her appearance she says, 
“I didn‟t hostess my last year because I was preparing for med school and wanted to be a 
regular college student on the weekends.”  Wow, she is smart, I think to myself, med 
school. That‟s one thing I am not sure I could ever swing.  Even though people say you 
can do anything you put your mind to, I don‟t think I could ever cut it in med school.  The 
long nights, I hate blood and needles and the power of being able to save or take 
someone‟s life is too much responsibility. I am impressed; did I think I wouldn‟t be?  
 Then, I hear CeCe again.  What did I miss? How am I always getting off task?, I 
think to myself. Thank goodness; every time she is reeling me back in.  Maybe that is 
why CeCe was the captain of her hostess program – she has the ability to hold people‟s 
attention. I refocus on her voice. “Hostesses needed to love football and have football 
knowledge. If you didn‟t, how are you going to relate to the recruits?”   
 Kallie jumps in, “ Well, at Big State you had to have a 3.0 GPA, you had to have  
 
had no prior violations, you couldn‟t be married and you couldn‟t have any kids.” 
A Hostess Can’t Be Married or Have Kids 
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 Without even thinking, I blurt out,  “I am really interested in the fact that one of 
the criteria was that you couldn‟t be married or have children. Was there a reason for 
that?” As soon as I spoke, I thought, Shoot, I hope that didn‟t seem hypercritical.  
 Thankfully, without even skipping a beat, Kallie answers, “I think that it would be 
viewed negatively by the parents because our job was not to just talk to the recruits that 
came, but to primarily talk to the parents. I found that most of the moms would want to 
know my background. They wanted to know what I was going to school for and what my 
personal take on university life was. I think it would‟ve been a turn off to know that a 
hostess was a young mom - a young unmarried mom even though that might not 
necessarily be the case. A lot of boys were the top recruits, not just for the conference, 
but in the entire country.  So, the parents already have…” she pauses.   
 Simone helps her out, “Arrogance?” 
 “Yes.” Kallie chuckles as do all of the women.  “Arrogance is the perfect word. 
They have this arrogance because their son was like a lottery pick.”  
 Leandra adds, “Yeah, when they came they wanted the best and I think that‟s why 
the athletic department was so picky on who talked to the parents and to make sure that 
the ladies would hold an intelligent conversation.” 
 Patricia laughs, “But, who is to say that a pregnant young woman can‟t hold an 
intelligent conversation? I completely understand the reasoning behind the rule, but I can 
see where some would find it discriminatory.”  
 Kallie spurts, “Well, I don‟t really understand why they had the rule, but it was 
the rule.  I can think of a lot of reasons why they were concerned about things that could 
put a bad taste in a mom‟s mouth. Like the thought that her son would come to college 
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and get a baby.” All of the women laugh. I laugh, too - awkwardly. I wonder to myself, 
Am I the only one who would want to critique this rule more?  Who made this rule? Why 
can‟t a 21 year-old woman be married mother, in college, successful and well-spoken? 
Are married women bad representatives for a football program? Why? These are 
questions I have but questions I do not ask out loud. I want to understand their 
perspective and it is too early to pry into the women‟s views of the male-dominated sport 
of football and patriarchy‟s hold on women‟s lives.  
Without any further discussion or contemplation the conversation moves forward 
when Leandra adds, “At Eastern, you had to be a full-time student and you had to have 
some remote idea of what football was about. I remember they would ask us questions 
like, „How many yards are on the football field?‟ „What does the defense do?‟ Or, „Name 
the quarterback.‟ „Who is the head coach?‟ The truth is that some of the girls would come 
out and wouldn‟t even know the head coach‟s name - that was what I would hear, 
anyways.  If that was the case, it became apparent the only reason they were trying to 
become a hostess was to try to be close to the athletes.” 
Alex is shaking her head up and down, then adds, “To make sure you wanted to 
be a part of the program you had to be able to meet any of the other requirements that 
other organizations on campus had. For instance, if you wanted to be a part of other 
organizations you need to have a certain GPA and you had to be a student that could 
represent the university. So, I can‟t remember what the required GPA was, but you had to 
have good grades.”  
“Not only that, your personality has to stick out in a group,” Leandra adds.  “I 
remember the interview and I thought it was fun. I wasn‟t intimidated by it, but the two 
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coaches and hostess program director were there with their serious faces, and, said 
sternly, „Ok, what‟s your best touchdown dance?‟ They were straight-faced; they were 
not playing. They wanted us to get up and do a touchdown dance. They were so serious. 
It was not a joke.” 
“Gosh, that‟s intense. But, I guess our interview process was kind of like that…I 
can‟t remember who was all there to interview us,” Simone adds.  “I just remember that 
we had all summer to learn all of the information because we had to take and pass a test 
before we could work our first game. We had to know the coaches, the starting lineup, all 
about the facilities. They gave us a depth chart with the players‟ numbers and positions 
and we had to put in the name and where they went.” 
“Yeah, we tested at the beginning of the season, too. We had training in the 
summer. After that, we tested football knowledge and general knowledge about the 
university - that was important to know because parents want to know about the academic 
programs and student life, too,” CeCe speaks so adamantly, I think to myself. “The girls 
needed to know the starting lineup – both offense and defense, and, of course, the 
coaches. The lineup and coaches changed from year to year. Some people can‟t handle it. 
It was a test. You needed to know coaches‟ recruiting areas. When you were talking to a 
recruit you needed to know that they lived in Louisiana, so you could say to the recruit, 
„Coach Jones recruits in Louisiana, so that‟s probably who you‟ll be talking to.‟ You 
needed to know simple things about penalties, like offside is 5 yards, touchdowns are 6 
points and an extra point can be one point or two points. „What is a safety?‟ „What is 
holding?‟ Some people don‟t know what holding is. It took me awhile to understand 
holding. Oh, and you lose 10 yards for holding. It is the simple things that will be on the 
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test. It is a job, so, you‟re researching and learning about your job if you don‟t know. You 
are learning about what you‟ll be doing every Saturday. It was important to me that you 
knew that. If a girl did not pass the test, she would not be able to participate in the first 
game. You did not participate in the program until you knew the information that was on 
the test.”  
Wow, if I did not know CeCe in the capacity I do, I would have been afraid to be 
in the same hostess program as her, I think to myself. She would have intimidated the 
jeebers out of me.  She took her authority seriously.  I wonder if she saw herself as above 
or better than the other “girls.” What made the other females “girls” when they were 
about the same age as she was at the time? I think about how we all view and use our 
power differently. 
 Patricia asks, “CeCe, did most of the young ladies pass the first time?” 
 CeCe resonds, “Typically. But, if not, I needed them to make it the second time. I 
didn‟t really have to deal with the second time. People usually gave up if they couldn‟t 
handle it. Too, they may have had a lot of things going on. If they wanted to work, be a 
part of the program and make money, they would pass the test.  But, it was really not 
about money, because we didn‟t make any money, not enough anyways. We didn‟t get 
paid very much, like minimum wage – six dollars and some odd cents. It really is not 
enough to make a difference. During game days, we worked five hours before the game 
and then didn‟t get paid during the actual time you‟re at the game because the assumption 
is that you would be at the game anyways because you were a student.” 
 I say, “Really? You didn‟t get paid for your time during the game?”  Oops, there I 
go again talking when I should sit back, listen and observe, I remind myself. 
122 
 
 “You get great seats and they are student tickets because you‟re a student. So, 
you‟re just working five hours before the game and you get paid for official visits. But, 
you‟d be at the game anyways because you are a student. So, our young ladies don‟t do it 
because of the money.  Because, we don‟t really make any,” CeCe defends. 
 I think to myself, This is like telling a football coach that he will not be paid for 
his actual time coaching during the game because the assumption is that since he loves 
football, he‟d be at the game anyways. That just wouldn‟t fly! I can‟t help myself, I have 
to add, “It seems to me that the game would be one of the most important times for the 
hostesses to sell the football programs; that would be like not paying a football coach for 
coaching football.” I have no idea how the others will respond, but hope that someone 
sees my point of view.  
 Leave it to Patricia to chime in, “Hostesses are not coaches and hostesses are not 
men.  Hostesses are happy with the experience and don‟t ask for more money.  It is how 
we are socialized as women. We are terrible at asking for what we deserve and we are 
honored to have such a reputable position like being a hostess. It is just how the world 
works,” she laughs.  All of the ladies laugh. I laugh, too, and wonder, Why do we just take 
it as a given that we should be honored to simply be accepted in a man‟s world.  Maybe 
we need to fight for more? Or, maybe not?   
 Then, Simone adds, “Well, at least your universities got paid.  All we got was one 
measly college credit.  Looking back, it is hardly worth all of the time and effort I put in 
for the three college credits I earned throughout my undergrad.  I never really thought 
about it that much before, to be honest.  That is kind of wrong – I earned more than three 
college credits. Oh, well.”  Her shoulders shrug and her beautiful smile opens wide.  We 
123 
 
all laugh.  I wonder, When is it that as women we learn to accept our secondary roles? 
And, what about those women who never do – are they the ones who are considered 
„bitches‟?  
 Patricia adds, “I find it interesting that the interview process is somewhat the 
same after 20 years. One of the coaches was a family friend of ours and just asked me to 
be a hostess.  He asked me to do it, basically, because he needed a „good girl‟ with a 
„clean reputation‟ who wasn‟t going to sleep with the players. That‟s really what it boils 
down to,” she laughs.  
 “My brother worked in Athletics at Southern State and he was not excited about 
it. He told me not to do it. I went through the two-day interview process, but knew I was 
going to get the job. I was a cute little thing who was intelligent and was a family friend 
of one of the coaches – of course, I was going to be picked. But, my experience was a 
little different, I think. I was protected. I grew up in the city of my undergraduate 
university, so, I never left during the summer or winter breaks. So, they would call me to 
show recruits around when school was not in session. But, I think it really helped that I 
was cute as a button back then, well-spoken; and, of course, that the coach knew I was 
going to be a good representative of the program since him and my dad were so close.”   
 That‟s interesting, I think to myself.   
 “That was a long time ago,” CeCe laughs.  “I don‟t think any place works like that  
 
anymore. 
The Story Starts to Get Heated 
 “Well, I know some of the coaches at my undergrad went to the local bars to find 
hostesses, because they didn‟t think we were pretty enough,” Leandra interjects. 
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 “What? That‟s not possible,” CeCe shouts.   
 “No joking,” Leandra laughs. 
 “Well, that would never happen at Western. We run a clean program.” CeCe is 
defensive as if Leandra said something that represented all programs.  My palms are 
clammy again; I rub them on my jeans. Things are getting heated and the women are 
speaking with emotion. CeCe takes pride in the program at Western and speaks as if she 
is still there. How am I possibly going to be able to tell this story?, I ask myself.  
 “Or, maybe you thought you ran a clean program.  There‟s always things that slip 
through the seams,” Patricia jabs with a smile. 
 Oh, no, I think to myself, where is this going to go? 
 “I only had a few bad hostesses because they usually don‟t last long. They are not 
in our program long because they don‟t really want to work. I think bad hostesses don‟t 
believe that this is a job,” CeCe answers. “Yeah, we had people who slid through the 
doors of being a hostess. They were already loose before they were a hostess, so, there 
was nothing that we could do about that. They don‟t just decide to change their life when 
they become a hostess. They are still going to have this past. There was always a handful 
of girls like that – one or two. There were always girls that seemed a little too close to 
recruits, but you couldn‟t be sure if anything was going on and you don‟t really think 
there is a problem unless someone confronts you about it.” 
 Kallie adds, “At Big State, I think the problem became when there were girls who 
were friends with girls who were loose or just wanted to go to all of the football parties.  
They might not have been like that themselves, but there was really no way to know. I 
wasn‟t at those parties, I didn‟t see what went on at the parties.” 
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 “Well, there‟s always going to be some bad hostesses” Leandra adds.  I wonder, 
What does she mean by this?   
 I look around the room and it seems like everyone is nodding their heads 
agreeing. But, it seems that Alex is confused.  Her brow is scrunched and I wonder, Do I 
have the same inquisitive look on my face at this moment.  I‟d like to know what she is 
thinking.  But, then the conversation turns, completely avoiding the direction I thought it 
was heading.  
“Hostessing is not „social hour‟, this is not „meet a little friend‟, this is not „wear 
your boyfriend‟s button‟. He is playing on the team and you can‟t talk to your recruit all 
day about your boyfriend who is playing on the team. The recruit doesn‟t care about your 
boyfriend. He cares about why he is here,” CeCe says.  In the meantime, I am thinking to 
myself, Why did we avoid the conversation about loose hostesses?  
“What do you mean by that?,” Simone cuts her off. 
“Well, the recruit doesn‟t care about the girls‟ boyfriend who is playing in the 
game. The recruit wants to hear about what his experience is going to be like. We wanted 
every hostess to come and „sell the dream‟. A bad hostess is like, „Oh, my gosh, he is 
pale, he is 5‟3‟ and „we don‟t really want him. He‟s just here.‟ The bad hostess was not 
paying attention to the guy for whatever reason – one of the reasons being that she was 
too busy being concerned with her boyfriend‟s button, “Go #51 Tigers” on her shirt than 
paying attention to the recruit. If you‟re more concerned with your button, you‟re not 
paying attention to him,” CeCe states inflexibly. 
“CeCe, so, are you saying I was a bad hostess?,” Simone questions. 
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“No, why? I‟m sure you were a great hostess.” At this moment, I realize that 
CeCe has either completely forgotten or disregarded the fact that Simone is married to a 
NFL football player and got involved in a hostess program because of her then boyfriend.  
My lips are sealed and my eyes are wide in anticipation. I wipe my palms on my jeans 
and take a breath; I‟m embarrassed for CeCe. 
“I don‟t really like that. My husband, Immanuel, played football and he was a big 
reason why I joined the hostess program. It didn‟t mean I was a bad hostess. In fact, it 
made me a better hostess.  I could talk about Immanuel‟s experience from my 
perspective. I had inside information that the other girls did not. And, to set the story 
straight, just because I was interested in Immanuel‟s performance did not mean that I 
didn‟t care if the recruits were enjoying themselves or not. I think you need to realize that 
there could have been some positives to girls dating the football players.”  
Wow, Simone is feisty, I think.  Until now, she seemed reserved, but CeCe really 
struck a nerve.  I look at CeCe, nodding, almost to say, “Sorry.” For the first time, CeCe 
says nothing.   
Simone continues, “I agree that being a good hostess is about selling „a dream‟. 
The reality is that to play football at a Division 1 university is a dream. Hostesses had to 
make each recruit believe that he wanted to live his dream at Midwestern. As a good 
hostess, I made every player want to live that dream, whether the coach is offering them a 
scholarship or not. I wanted the kicker from the hometown high school to want to come 
and play for us; I wanted the guy from California to want to come and wanted to 
convince his girlfriend to come, too.  That‟s why I was a good hostess.  It had nothing to 
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do with the fact that I was dating Immanuel, a star on the team.  If anything, I was more 
invested than the other girls.”  
 You could have heard a pin drop. Nobody said a word.  CeCe was still nodding 
her head. Gracefully, Patricia interrupts the silence.  “When I think about it, I think a 
hostess has to be able to handle a lot of different situations. Like, if a recruit says, „Oh, 
God, you guys suck,‟ the hostess would have needed to know how to respond to that 
comment in a way that would benefit the football program.  So, she would have to say 
something like, „Yeah, we do, that‟s why we need you. We could use some help on D-
line.‟ What would not be a good answer would be, „Gosh, we do suck.‟  
 Or, if a recruit were to say, „I don‟t really like Coach Maple,‟ a hostess has to  
 
know better than to respond, „Yeah, I don‟t like him either.‟ That would not have been a  
 
good hostess.  Even if I thought a coach was the meanest man in the world, I knew better  
 
than saying „He is so mean.‟ That was not going to cut it and if it got back to the head  
 
coach I would have been fired as would have any of the other girls.  Good hostesses put a  
 
positive spin on everything; no Debbie Downers. But, that comes right back to being a  
 
good salesperson.  Being a good hostess has everything to do with being a great  
 
saleswoman.” She stops and looks around the room.  “Alex, what about you – what do  
 
you think?”  
A Hostess in a Bubble  
 Patricia must have read my mind and noticed that Alex did not have much to say 
earlier.  Alex looks as though she feels put on the spot as she looks down briefly while 
simultaneously brushing her loose hair strands that have fallen out of her ponytail behind 
her ear with one hand.  “I was just in the program. I didn‟t think much into any of the 
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other things going on.  I was so proud to be a hostess and part of the football program.  
But, I was in my own bubble.  I never put much thought into all of the intricacies 
involved in being a hostess.  I was young, naïve and had other things on my mind – like 
my organic chemistry exam,” she laughs. I am the only other woman in the room to laugh 
with her. Certainly, I was not the only other studious woman in the room…?, I think to 
myself.  “I just loved getting to know all of the people and being involved.  I was 
involved in so many things during undergrad – I was on Student Senate, in the PreMed 
Club and on the Eboard of my sorority. Hostessing was just one of my extra-curricular 
activities.” She stops.  “I feel like some of this is news to me for the first time, and, here I 
am thinking, „Dang, was I naïve.‟ I didn‟t get many big-time recruits. In fact, I think I 
only worked one official visit.  It really was not that big of a deal to me.  I was just happy 
to be involved and almost relieved that I didn‟t have to work the official visits because 
that means that I could have a weekend to myself doing what I wanted and studying for 
school. Now, would that have made me a bad hostess?” she laughs. I look across the 
room at CeCe and even she chuckles.   
 I admired her honesty and realized that she is a strong woman, even though she is 
quieter than the rest.  She just told all of the other women that her experience of being a 
hostess was not that big of a deal to her. I think to myself, Maybe that was what made her 
a good hostess – she was just herself and didn‟t boast or become conceited because she 
was a hostess.  She just loved college football.  She is genuine – maybe that‟s what makes 
a great saleswoman, a great hostess?   
 Then, Kallie seems to agree with me, and says, “No, that‟s what made you 
wonderful. You were that woman who did the best you could every time you were 
129 
 
working for your program. I can see you being the girl who treated every recruit the 
same.  I know that there were some girls who would say, „Oh, he is short, so, we‟re not 
going to want him.‟ They would not treat the short recruit as well as they would the 6‟5 
guy who seemed really cool. Alex, you probably treated everybody the same?!”   
 “Yeah, that would be me,” Alex replies with a humble grin.    
 CeCe rejoins the conversation. “I would have appreciated more girls like you in  
 
our program. Sometimes, when I was interviewing, I was looking for girls who were  
 
more soft-spoken. You need quieter people just like you have to have people who are  
 
loud. I scared a lot of recruits.  I am overwhelming to some people because if you don‟t  
 
want to talk to me, I‟m like, „You have to talk to me.‟ I don‟t stop asking questions until  
 
you do talk. Then, there are other girls that don‟t talk as much, but there‟s still something  
 
about them – a killer smile or a girl that the guy can relate to because he doesn‟t like to  
 
talk all of the time, either.  Those were the young ladies that we needed.  We needed a  
 
little bit of everybody to make a successful program.” 
Successful Programs Means Having Good Representatives 
 “So, what was it that makes a successful hostess program?”, I ask looking around 
the room addressing everyone.  
 Without hesitation, CeCe responds confidently, “You need every one of your girls 
to know how to carry herself as a young woman.  You need tall girls, you need short 
girls, you need bigger girls – you need diversity.  You need blonde, you need brown hair, 
you need natural hair, you need curly hair, and you need red hair.  Everybody has 
different opinions of what beautiful is.” 
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 Patricia is shaking her head up and down, quickly agreeing and says, “Hostesses 
are representing their university. It is about presentation.” 
 “Exactly,” CeCe interrupts. “So, if your hair was purple and leaning over to the 
side or different things like that – you‟re not going to make a good hostess. You are 
representing the face of the university every time you step foot on campus, even if you‟re 
not working.  Your reputation is important.  You can‟t always gauge reputation from an 
interview, though.  That goes to one of the decisions you have to make outside of the 
program.  I always believe that it is how you carry yourself that makes you attractive.” 
 Patricia disagrees, “CeCe, I‟m telling you that some people are just more 
physically attractive than others.  It is a fact of life.  I don‟t know why you keep trying to 
disregard that fact. Yes, confidence and a great outfit, haircut and make-up can improve 
someone‟s attractiveness.  But, for example, I‟m never going to be more beautiful than 
Cindy Crawford.  C‟mon, you have to get what I‟m trying to say.” 
 CeCe responds, “Like I said to you earlier, Patricia, so many things go into 
attractiveness. „Can you take a joke?‟ „Can you laugh at yourself?‟ 
 Kallie is laughing and blurts out, “Yes, you have to be able to laugh at yourself. 
We had a game that I will never forget and we were all in khaki skirts just as cute as can 
be.  But, sweat, I mean everybody was sweating and in all the places you don‟t want to 
sweat as a female – and you know the places I am talking about.” Laughter fills the room. 
“Everybody has sweat all up their backs and the guys are laughing and we just had to 
laugh.” 
 We are all chuckling knowing that in a situation like that you just have to roll with 
the punches.  
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 CeCe continues, “Exactly my point. So, the things we would be looking for are, 
„How secure are you in that situation, in your own skin?‟  „Are you able to laugh at the 
situation?‟ Like, if your heel breaks, there‟s nothing I can do about it.  Your feet are 
going to hurt and there‟s nothing I can do about it. Laugh it off.” 
It Can‟t Be Avoided – The Need for Pretty Girls 
 Leandra looks at CeCe, turning her shoulders to addressing her directly,  “CeCe, I 
agree that, ideally, in this world, no one is to say who is or is not attractive. But, that is 
not how it works in hostess programs. If you look at a picture of any group of football 
hostesses from any university, they are going to be pretty girls.  There‟s not a girl on our 
yearly pictures that is unattractive. If you look at us overall in one of those photos you are 
going to think to yourself, „This is a pretty group of girls.‟  Now, you can‟t tell me that 
this is not something that they look for.  Attractiveness definitely plays a role. I hate to 
say it but there were a few ugly girls – ugly girls – and some of the hostesses would say, 
„How did those ugly girls get in?‟ „Well, maybe they had a good day on the day of the 
interview.‟ Even the parents notice that all the girls are slender, well put together, not a 
mess, they look neat. We were pretty. Hostesses are pretty groups of ladies – PERIOD.” 
 Kallie adds, “I remember our recruiting director telling us, „You all need to be 
under 150 pounds, you should work out.‟  I was like, „Hell no.‟   
 All of the ladies bust out into laughter.  I smile and think to myself, Really how do 
people get away with this? It is almost as if they are models or actresses who are 
discriminated against for their weight.  No university should be able to get away with 
this!  
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 Kallie continues, “Yeah.  He told girls that they were too fat and that is one of the 
things that I don‟t agree with.  How can somebody do that? Then, girls have to wear these 
unattractive skirts that compliment no one‟s figure.  I mean I got a size 8 and I wear 6 but 
I got an 8 because I didn‟t want to be in this itty bitty skirt and then look unattractive.  
But, because girls are self-conscious about their weight they get the size that they think 
they wear instead of the size they need.  I don‟t think I‟m big - I‟m small.  Even if I had 
to, I would rather get the 10 and look good than get the 4.  Then, when I went to button it 
and my stomach would be flapping over and I‟d have this gaudy muffin top…”   
 I giggle. I laugh because I can identify. The other women laugh, too. As women, 
we get so attached to our dress and pant sizes, don‟t we?, I think to myself. 
 Kallie continues on, “We had our recruiting director telling some of the girls  
 
„You‟re fat.‟ And, you know, THAT matters.  You‟re already in heels and a skirt with  
 
these families.  You‟re already self-conscious, thinking, „Are my legs ok?‟ Then, you  
 
have to have somebody that is your boss telling you that you‟re fat. I just didn‟t agree  
 
with that. He made me mad.” 
The First Talk about Weight and Racial Issues  
 Simone looks as though she wants to speak but is hesitating.  Then, she takes the 
jump, “I think the athletic department definitely wanted good hostesses and that was a 
young lady that was attractive. Physical beauty surely played a part in it. But, I don‟t 
think they wanted necessarily size 2 but if you were size 22 like some of the women in 
my family you would have to have a major curve and a beautiful face.” I wonder, Is 
difficult for Simone to speak about appearance knowing she is so beautiful.  She has to 
know – there‟s no way someone as beautiful as she is not aware of her attractiveness. 
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“I‟m saying this because our athletic department dismissed two ladies who were full-
figured women but they were not what our society calls curvy, full-figured models. Even 
though they said they wanted girls in „good academic standing‟, I think the primary 
attribute that they were looking for was, „Did you have a spark in your personality that 
the moms and players would be attracted to?  Did you make the university look good, on 
paper and in pictures with your physical features?” 
 “Well, at my university, some pretty bad stuff went on that had to do with weight 
and race,” Leandra says angrily.   
 Simone backtracks, “Well…one of our coordinators resigned and one of the 
coaches‟ wife became the director. She was manipulative. Anyways, she released a few 
of the black hostesses that were in the organization – even after they passed interviews 
with the coaches. They knew all about the program and football, but what it seemed to 
come down to was that they didn‟t have the figure that the director wanted and the other 
physical attributes. Their body weight was a little high, but they weren‟t obese or 
anything. Also, their hair texture was natural. I don‟t want to say skin complexion was a 
determining factor because some of our Black girls were really dark and some were fair 
skinned; but, the two girls that were released from the hostess program that I know very 
well had a 3.0 GPA, outstanding personalities and really good people skills. Well, they 
were released from the organization for no apparent reason. But, they were both dark-
skinned and larger women. So, it was a big deal at the time on campus.  
 The worst part was that the only feedback we got was that Coach Piers asked both 
of the girls to come back to be hostesses for the program and he apologized for having 
done that. But, of course, the girls were humiliated and didn‟t want to be a hostess again. 
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It was harsh.” Simone‟s eyes looked down. She hesitated and then continued, “That was 
the only thing that really stood out to me that was terribly wrong. I dropped the program 
with a few other ladies after that.” We all sit quietly taking time to digest this story.  
 I think to myself, Here, a stunningly beautiful woman who was dating a football 
player dropped the program because the program discriminated against young women 
who some people viewed as „less beautiful‟ than she was. While she was proud to be a 
hostess and wanted to share in something special with her boyfriend at the time, she 
would not compromise her beliefs.  That is something to be proud of. I realize that all of 
the women are still sitting, thinking. I end the silence and say, “So, as far as the „ideal‟ 
hostess, what did you feel the „ideal‟ hostess looked like?” 
The Ideal Hostess and the Hostess Recruit Pair– Race is a Factor 
 Alex looks around the room and since none of the other women are stepping 
forward, she decides to take the lead. “I think the athletic department…,” she pauses, and 
it is clear that she is rethinking her first thought. “Well, I‟m not going to say she had to be 
Black or White because I don‟t think that was the issue at all. We had a about a total of 
25 girls and we probably had about 10 Black girls and the other 15 were probably White 
girls or a few interracial girls. But, pretty much a Southern belle, I guess. They liked the 
Southern accent and I have a little bit of a Southern accent and that probably fit with the 
program. But, a Southern belle was pretty much what they were looking for, to be a 
hostess, in my opinion.”  
 Simone adds, “I think race mattered. Like, there may have been a recruit who had 
an interracial background and his girlfriend was Black. So, it was assumed that he 
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identified with the Black culture since his school was a concentrated African American 
school and his girlfriend was Black. So, sometimes we had parents that came in and 
didn‟t like other schools.  They would say things like, „They‟re always throwing White 
girls at my son. I don‟t like that.‟”  
 “Honestly, there are really a lot of different reasons for why people are paired,” 
CeCe says in an authoritative tone. “Well, like the coaches may say, „Well, his girlfriend 
is Black, so, he probably wants a Black hostess.‟ The thing is, he may and he may not. 
Or, we might have a White kid coming to visit from Los Angeles and the coach may say, 
„He only talks to Latinas. He doesn‟t really need the down South country beautiful 
Southern gal with her southern accent that we think that he would like.‟”  
 “Hey, now, watch yourself, CeCe. Don‟t make me hurt you, honey,” Patricia 
smiles. We all start laughing in hysterics. In fact, I am laughing so hard my stomach is 
pulsing. 
 As I try to gather myself, CeCe continues on, “No, in all seriousness, he may have 
liked, it because he could talk to anybody. But, when you are pairing people, it is about 
identifying and relating with people. A good hostess can relate to people,” CeCe 
contributes.   
 Leandra adds, “It can go the other way, too, though. I don‟t remember having a 
choice. But, because there were so many of us, they would normally assign two or three 
of us to one family. So, our job that weekend was to be talking to the recruit‟s mom, offer 
refreshments, and kind of be a little preppy doll for their parents,” she giggles. 
“Depending on how big the recruit was, we sometimes had three hostesses to one family. 
I think the idea was that if they didn‟t bond with two of the hostesses, they would at least 
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have that one still that they could talk to. Basically, the family had the choice of the three. 
I still remember being paired most of the time with the Black families. Most of the time 
they put two Black hostesses and a White hostess with a Black mom. Then, if it was a 
White mom they‟d have two White hostesses and a Black hostess. They tried to even it 
out. I don‟t recall race ever being an issue to any of our moms; so, I don‟t know if they 
just hid it or if they were really genuine people that accepted all of the hostesses that were 
assigned to them.” 
 Simone‟s eyes narrow; then, she says, “I don‟t know, sometimes, I didn‟t think 
race had anything to do with it. I had White moms and they loved me. They gave me 
great reviews. I can even remember some of the Black moms that wanted to talk to the 
White girls. So, maybe race had nothing to do with it. It was just whoever they felt most 
comfortable with and whoever they felt was really being genuine with them.”  
 CeCe adds, “Well, parents can lots of times read right through the fakeness. But, I 
do think, sometimes, the parents were shocked when they got there and had a hostess of a 
different race.” 
 Kallie looks around the room, “I always noticed that rarely, if ever, was a Black 
hostess paired with a White family…” She pauses and then stops talking completely. 
 Something doesn‟t seem to settle well with Simone, “Well, at Midwestern, I don‟t 
think they had a choice of what race or age the hostess would be. If they did, we didn‟t 
know anything about it.” 
 Leandra adds, “I know at Eastern it just depended on who they were bringing in, 
where they are from, what type of girls they like…” She takes a breath for a second, and, 
then continues, “I mean, I don‟t know if that‟s a question on the questionnaire that 
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coaches ask the recruits,” she laughs. “But, at least one of the coaches has visited them 
before they come to campus.  It was uncanny how the coaches would know that some of 
the Black guys liked White girls and they don‟t really care for Black girls.  So, from 
visiting the recruits they kind of knew what the atmosphere was and who the recruits 
liked to talk to. I am pretty sure some of the coaches just asked, „What is your 
preference?‟  
 I look out of the corner of my eye and can see CeCe shaking her head back and 
forth. Kallie chimes in, “I don‟t know about all that, but I know that our recruiting 
coordinator would come to our meetings on Sundays. He would tell us „You will have 
this family‟ and he would give us a background of what kind of player he was.  He would 
also tell us things like „We really want him‟ or „We are just inviting him for the 
weekend.‟ What I found is you were assigned to a family, but you didn‟t really stay with 
that family if you didn‟t really click. Once we met who our parents were going to be, if 
we didn‟t click with them but they clicked with a different hostess, it was unspoken but 
understandable that they could go ahead with that other hostess during their visit. That 
was pretty much how it worked. In fact, I had a few moms that I was just like, „I can‟t 
talk to her.‟ But, a few of the other girls could. So, we would just switch.” 
 CeCe looks appalled.  “That would never happen at Western State. Once you 
were assigned with a family or recruit, you made it work and treated them like royalty. 
One recruit‟s mom and auntie had never been to a mall. I had the hostess take the ladies 
to the mall so they could experience being at a mall. They didn‟t buy anything, but it 
made their day.” 
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 Simone laughs, “Yes, I had a big time recruit and his mom broke her nail. She had 
to go and get that thing fixed before anything else.  She wasn‟t going anywhere with that 
chipped nail.” Everybody is laughing. “So, you all know what I had to do? I had to leave 
the recruit and go take her to the mall to get her nail fixed!” 
 Kallie pauses, and says, “Yeah. We sometimes switched at Big State. But, when 
parents wanted a different hostess, and that happened a lot of times and we are women, so 
we had our jealousy. In the back of our minds, if it was a particular hostess that we knew 
was a freak, we wanted to say, „Oh, they don‟t even know.‟” The room busts out into 
laughter making it apparent that all of the women know exactly what she is talking about.  
I smile as Kallie continues, “She is putting on the biggest façade for this particular mom. 
And, there were some moms that flocked to certain hostesses every time.  We would 
always wonder how they didn‟t see through it and wanted to say „Keep your son as far 
away as possible from her.‟ But, of course, we didn‟t.”  
 Without skipping a beat, Leandra adds, “The other thing to keep in mind is that a 
lot…” she pauses, takes a breath and continues on, “and, this is going to sound really 
racist …they do not like … they do not like putting a White girl with a Black boy by 
themselves.”  She pauses again. “Now, I am talking about the coaching staffs.  They do 
not like putting a White girl with a Black boy because they don‟t think that they can…” 
she looks around the room and pauses again, “well, the boys are young.  They‟re going to 
say things and they‟re going to do things. The coaches think that a White girl will be 
more offended by it than a Black girl would be if the recruits said anything.  I mean, I‟ve 
had things said to me, „Come to my room‟, „Let me get your number‟, and I was like, 
„Boy stop. I‟m grown. You‟re a kid.‟ Things like that happen. But, the truth of the matter 
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is that some of the White girls would be offended because they don‟t know the culture.  
So, you have this big Black guy with dreads and gold teeth and you‟re going to give him 
to this White girl? The coaches couldn‟t do that. The program was split with a good mix 
of girls, so, they would put a Black and White girl together so that the White girl could 
see that, „Ok, this is kind of how it is going to be to be with a Black guy.‟ You couldn‟t 
put a White girl alone with a Black guy so the coaches were probably thinking, „We‟re 
going to give you somebody that can help you.‟  Black and white girls would work the 
visit together because the coaches wanted to give the White girls more experience being 
with Black guys and Black families, whereas us Black girls already knew what to expect 
because that‟s our culture. We already know what‟s going on and what‟s going to 
happen.  But, the coaches were like, „We don‟t want to scare the little White girls and 
give them this Black guy.‟ They really would say this and even the White coaches would 
be saying it.” 
  Leandra laughs, as do all of the ladies.  But, I wonder, Do some of the White 
ladies feel uncomfortable? I had a semester full of conversations like this with classmates 
both White and Black in Critical Race Theory and with Dean on an almost weekly basis; 
even still, it raises my awareness. I can‟t focus on my thoughts because the conversation 
is moving too fast and I‟m trying to take it all in. 
 Simone picks up where Leandra left off and adds, “Then, some guys have a 
preference for White girls.  So, if they were Black and they prefer a White girl, they give 
him a White girl.” 
 Leandra counters, “But, at Eastern, sometimes, it was a training thing to see if the 
White girls could handle the Black guys.  I know from the outside it looks like „Dawg, he 
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has all the girls.‟ But, really, they‟re just getting ready for the official visits because those 
are the important visits.”   
 After hearing all of these stories, I ask. “So, at any point did you have a choice of  
 
who you were hostessing?”  
 
 CeCe looks me directly in the eyes and says, “Well, it really varies and is very  
 
random. In my program, this is how it worked.  If you were from Washington, it was easy  
 
for you to be paired with Johnny Jackson who was also from Washington. The girl might  
 
not know him but know of him because they are from the same state or area. Sometimes,  
 
it is very simple like that.  Other times, you may have a coach who comes back and says  
 
„We have a real rambunctious, high energy, excited guy. He is coming in, so we need  
 
somebody who is not one of our meeker young ladies. He needs somebody who is high  
 
energy as well.‟ We might have a guy who is coming with his girlfriend. Well, we don‟t  
 
want to put him with „Miss America‟ who will intimidate the girlfriend. So, we have  
 
some that work well with guys who have girlfriends – a girl who is able to be friendly  
 
with both guys and girls. You need to have girls who can be chummy and just good  
 
friends. Those are the kinds of girls who work with guys who bring their girlfriends. Or,  
 
we have a guy and he‟s bringing his mom and his dad, but they are divorced. So, we may  
 
pair two girls because sometimes parents don‟t get along. Or, we might have a guy who is  
 
bringing his son which is happening now. He is bringing his son, his baby mama, her  
 
mom, his dad and his coach. This recruit may need some more people, more than one  
 
lady. Or sometimes, we might bring in a guy and a girl in situations like that. Or, with  
 
girlfriends, sometimes, we do a guy and girl team.” CeCe takes a breath and nobody  
 
interrupts her.  Everyone is contently listening. She continues on, “other times, a coach  
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might come in and say „He‟s kind of a loner and doesn‟t talk very much.‟ So, this recruit  
 
may need a hostess who can handle that and doesn‟t talk very much or won‟t be over- 
 
eager. We found that a lot of times, those guys are excited when they leave the football  
 
stadium on game day. So, we are selling, but that‟s an easy sell. We have an easy job to  
 
do. And, as long as all of the hostesses and recruits are paired well, the pairing makes for  
 
an easy sell – a good pair that is.” 
Race Matters In My Own Life, Too 
 CeCe is interrupted by my phone ringing.  Shoot, I forgot to silence my phone, I 
think as I fumble for my phone in my pocket. It is Dean. Oh no, I forgot to call him to let 
him know that I made it here safe, I say to the ladies, “Excuse me for just a moment.” I 
slip out of the living room and let myself outside.  I need some fresh air.  As I walk into 
the cool brisk air outside, I answer the phone, “Hey, I‟m so sorry I forgot to call.” 
 “It is fine, I was worried.  I tried texting you, but you never responded.” 
 “Oh, that‟s because my text ring is on silent.” 
 “I don‟t know why you do that.” I can sense the aggravation and frustration in his 
voice.  “So, is everything going alright?” 
 “Yeah, everything is good.  I am learning so much from these ladies.  They are so 
articulate and impressive.  All of the things that I was so worried about don‟t even seem 
like they are going to be an issue.” 
 “Well, that‟s good,” he says half-heartedly. I know Dean is concerned about this 
project, what I will find.  He is resistant but trying to be supportive. I feel like I am 
choosing between a relationship with him and my own career. Right now, it seems like 
my career is winning.  I haven‟t seen him in a month and here I am in Chicago for the 
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weekend – the one weekend when the two of our schedules would have been open to 
getting together. I‟m starting to feel that he is only supporting me because he loves me – 
not because he likes what I‟m doing.  Our relationship sure has been a struggle lately, I 
think to myself.   
 “Well, I won‟t bother you.  I know you are busy.  Call me when you have time.  I 
love you,” he says shortly.  
 “Oh, I can talk for a bit.” 
 “No, it is fine.  Just call me later when you have some time.” 
 “Ok, I love you, too.” 
 “Alright, call me later.” And, with that I hear the dead tone on the other end of the 
line.  I take a deep breath in and feel the cool air entering my nostrils.  I think of how I 
tell the athletes I work with to take a deep breath in and feel the cool, positive energy 
entering their bodies when they need to refocus and gather themselves.  I need some 
positive energy.  I sit down on the cement step and know that I need to get myself 
together again before entering back into the conversation occurring between the women.  
I realize Dean and I are falling apart, holding on by our fingertips. Every conversation is 
getting shorter and briefer.  We are nothing like we used to be, but we keep holding on.  I 
think of what CeCe said about hostesses and recruits: “It is all about a good pair.”  I 
wonder, Are Dean and I a good pair?  
 As I sit and reflect, I think about how hard it has been to be with Dean. I gave up 
part of my White womanhood for love. I risked the acceptance of loved ones and friends. 
I gave up being viewed as the perfect little White girl for someone I admired and loved 
despite our many differences, only one of them being race. Oh, it is interesting, I think to 
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myself. I‟m seen as a freak with an unusually high libido. White men have the nerve to 
ask me if “I really liked sex.” The question is an attempt to take away my dignity. I was 
never asked this before…until that is, people found out that I am dating a Black man. 
How do I respond to this?! „No, I am a White woman who has fallen deeply in love with 
a Black man. It was not intended, it was not planned.‟ In fact, I fought the fact that I was 
falling in love with a man outside of my race. I denied it! I had fallen for a man outside 
my race before and knew how hard it was. So, believe me, I tried to run from him and my 
feelings. Eventually, I admitted who I was. I was a White woman in love with a Black 
man, but trying not to succumb to the world around me. I did not want to be a puppet of 
this world any longer.  
 People I love just want me to happy, right? I learned that a lot of White people 
want the world to fit into their expectations. I am unsure how my happiness fits in if it 
violates these expectations. Some love and accept under their conditions. I learned that 
White people have thrown scare tactics down my throat for years like - I should not love 
and embrace minorities, especially Blacks. I lost my innocence in the eyes of Whites the 
day I fell in love with Dean. I lost my appeal as a demure, petite, and “pure” White 
woman. Some Whites would never see me the same – people from my rural community 
in WI, my colleagues, my friends both White and Black.  
One relative asked me, “Why would I make life any harder than it had to be? Why 
would do you want to put yourself through all of that?” And, after she saw his picture for 
the first time, “Well, clearly, he has been in the toaster too long,” implying that he was 
dark or “burnt.” She had no respect for the fact that this was the man that I loved and 
adored. She and yet another relative ignorantly asked, “How in the world will you ever 
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figure out how to do your daughters‟ hair if you get married and have kids? Their hair 
will be frizzy and nappy and you‟ll have no idea how to do it.” 
 These words hurt - hurt like a knife – at the same time that I am happy and have 
found someone that loves me for who I am, faults and all. Then, some people can only 
ridicule my love because of the color of his skin. I wondered if they realized they were 
the ones who were making my relationship an issue. It wasn‟t the stranger on the street or 
the racist in the mall. Some people will never understand. I have learned early on that 
being a White woman who loves people of other races romantically and does not stop at 
only befriending them has taken “love your neighbor as yourself” too far.  
 Where were these White Christian influences in my life who taught me to love 
unconditionally without judgment? I realized then that being White meant having the 
ability to place judgment on others and make up the rules as you go. I was supposed to 
love everyone “conditionally” when it benefited my reputation but I went overboard 
when I fell in love with someone of another race. I was a rebel…the All-American girl 
gone bad. I felt frustration and resentment toward them a lot of the time.  
 It occurred to me that a White man could break my heart and be the “perfect guy” 
and if it didn‟t work out, some family and friends would move on without skipping a 
beat. But, a Black man…no, he was held to a much higher standard. I walk a fine line, 
being a White woman dating a Black man. I have experienced this many times the stares, 
the glares. Oh, I realize day in and day out when walking hand in hand with Dean that 
racism and prejudice is alive and well. As sad as it was, I know there were times when I 
kept my relationship private. It took a couple of months of dating before I talked about 
my relationship in professional spaces. Was it fear that I would be judged? I have to 
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admit that, at times, it was probably to protect my “White girl image.” But then, as my 
love grew, I cared no longer. I was not going to be ashamed or embarrassed for loving a 
great man. Some people are fascinated that a “woman like me” would date a Black man. I 
am not sure what this means; but, I speculate it has to do with the fact that I am educated 
and come from a conservative, Christian White Anglo-Saxon Protestant background.   
 The scare tactics continue when it comes to my relationship but they now come 
from Black women, White women and White men alike. “Do you really think a Black 
man will be faithful? Do you not think that, eventually, he will want to share his life with 
someone who shares his daily experience of being Black?” Moreover, I think about what 
Bell (1992) wrote: 
 …tell me, why do the very men black women pray for – sensitive, successful 
 warriors for truth and community, courage and integrity – always marry white 
 women – women whose interest in our culture just happen always to include 
 taking  our most desirable men? (p. 82). 
That hurts. I never intended to take anyone‟s man. I just want to love the one, well, the 
one that I happen to love. Dean tells me that I will never know what it is like to be him. 
And, in my heart I know that he is right. If we do not work out I can step out of my condo 
in the morning and no longer be judged. I can simply be that White woman that came to 
her senses. I have the privilege of walking in and out of prejudice. Some Whites will 
never understand why I choose to be ridiculed. But, what they do not see is that they are 
the ones ridiculing and judging me the most.  
I am supposed to be “pure”, but I will always be viewed as less than perfect in the 
eyes of some White people now. I will never be able to escape my history of dating a 
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Black man – nor would I want to. I am no longer the “model child”, no longer the 
“perfect woman.” I have been tampered with. To some Black people, I will be seen as a 
groupie and just wanting a Black man because of the fascination of interracial dating. I 
may never be understood.  
I may never be seen as a White woman who was silenced by White men time and 
time again, told to have ideas but know that I have a role to play in the family. Or, that it 
is great that I believe in women‟s rights but never tell his (one of my ex-boyfriend‟s) 
parents that I call myself a feminist. That is unacceptable. My experience as a White 
woman dating White men has been that I am supposed to look perfect and be heard 
rarely. In fact, that same ex-boyfriend who didn‟t want me to call myself a feminist told 
me that if “I toned up, I would be a perfect 10.” “Tone up a bit? What, I already work out 
at least three times a week!?” He encouraged me to stop drinking soda, eating fast food 
so that I could get rid of my love handles. Soon thereafter, we broke up! What about the 
beauty I had in my imperfectness? I was angry! I was sick of guys wanting me to look 
and act like Jessica Simpson. I was told that I “looked like a Southern belle but acted like 
a damn Yankee.” I was proud that I had an opinion and was not afraid to tell him what I 
thought; I had no intention of being prim and proper.  
  I‟m White, middle-class, Christian, Midwestern, educated but most of all, I am 
privileged. Dean amongst so many others has taught me that I each day I wake up, 
privilege surrounds me. In some small way, because I have followed my heart, I have 
denied a small portion of that privilege. Even still, I struggle with both accepting and 
denying it. More than anything, I do not want to be a puppet of white supremacy; but, at 
times, I still fail to recognize my privilege.   
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 I am lost in my own thought until I hear the red front door creek open.  It is CeCe. 
“Hey, girl.  Everything okay out here?”  
 “Yeah, I just am getting a breath of fresh air.”  
 “Oh, ok.  Well, we decided to take a break and get some snacks.  We didn‟t want  
 
to go on without you. We didn‟t want you to miss anything interesting,” she laughs.  I  
 
appreciate CeCe‟s genuineness.  Despite her sometimes tough exterior, she is genuine  
 
and caring, I think to myself. I lift myself from the cement step, take a deep breath and  
 
walk back into the house.  
Our Appearance, Bodies and Diets 
 The ladies are gathered around CeCe‟s granite countertop island in her kitchen.  
Fresh peeled shrimp, salsa and chips, fruit and veggies are placed in solid white William 
Sonoma entertaining trays arranged neatly on the granite countertop. Wow, I think to 
myself, this looks great. The sight of food reminds me that I have not eaten since my stop 
at White Castle in Indiana earlier in the afternoon. I was not raised to be a health nut – 
something I am grateful for since I have never been one to obsess about my diet. While I 
am not overly thin, I‟ve always been a healthy weight. When I wanted to or committed to 
it, losing weight has never been an issue for me.  If I ate healthier, who knows how toned 
or trim I would be? I‟ve just never been invested, long-term anyways. Alex, who is now 
standing to my left, interrupts my thoughts: “Wow, this shrimp is so wonderful.”  
 “Well, I guess I better try it then,” I chuckle, as if I needed an invitation. I reach 
for a flowery decorated plastic serving plate and grab two pieces of shrimp and place 
them on my plate.  I scoop an overflowing spoonful of shrimp sauce onto my plate and 
say, “This is so great of CeCe to have appetizers ready for us.” 
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 Alex smiles gently and nods her head as I caught her right in the middle of 
chewing.  Once she finished her bite, she responds, “Yes, very thoughtful of her. I love 
that everything is so healthy. I try to stay away from fatty foods and I don‟t ever want to 
be rude when I am a guest at someone‟s home by not eating.”  
 I don‟t know exactly how to respond because I can‟t really identify. What do I 
say?, I think. Finally, I ask, “Are you on a diet?” 
 “Oh, no. I just don‟t eat a lot of fattening food like saturated fats or sugars.  I also 
don‟t eat much red meat.  It is just not healthy…” She must see in my facial expressions 
that I can‟t identify with her…“or, should I say, it is not healthy in large portions.”  
 I guess I‟m caught, I think to myself, I can‟t lie.  I am a meat and potatoes kind of 
lady.  I love steak, barbequed ribs and hamburgers.  I‟m busted. In defense, I say, “I 
really try, but I was raised on red meats and I love them.  I try to eat less and I really need 
to start.” I am reminded of the time when I was at a professional conference eating lunch 
with several highly respected professionals in the field of sport psychology. I was craving 
a hamburger and there weren‟t many other appealing choices on the menu. So, I ordered 
a burger without a second thought. When our server brought our meals to the table, I 
noticed that everyone else ordered salads or tuna salad sandwiches. Then, out came my 
greasy burger.  As the server placed my Midwestern hearty meal in front of me, a highly 
respected professional sitting across from me looked at me and said, “Moooo.” I was 
embarrassed.  Had I offended her by ordering a hamburger? I thought.  She must have 
seen the embarrassment on my face or at least noticed the deep shade of red that scattered 
across my cheeks as she immediately apologized and said, “I‟m sorry - that was rude.”   
 “Oh, no, that‟s ok,” I say apologetically.   
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 “I just don‟t eat much red meat. Sometimes, I crave it when I see it. Other times, I 
don‟t crave it at all. I grew up eating a lot of red meat but, don‟t any longer. I think it is 
cruel how animals are treated and then butchered for meat.”  
 I respond, “I completely agree.”  Yet, even still after this experience I eat red 
meat.  But, I may be more careful who I eat red meat in front of from now on.  As I am 
reflecting, I think to myself, It is funny how different situations can cause us to recall 
previous events in our lives.  Then, I refocus on the present moment, and say to Alex, 
“Are you a vegetarian?” I realize that my experience with the highly touted professional 
in the field caused me to ask this question.  
 “Well, sometimes,” she laughs.  “I will - from time to time - eat chicken and I do 
eat fish.  But, I try to – as often as my will power is strong – to lead a vegan lifestyle.” I 
envy people with such strong will power when it comes to food.   Alex continues, “It is 
just so much healthier and I feel so much better – physically and psychologically when I 
stay away from eating a lot of meat.  Plus, I find that it helps me to keep my weight off.”   
 I look at her slim figure and say out loud, “You don‟t have much weight to keep 
off, girlfriend,” and we both laugh.    
 “Oh, stop,” she says, despite it being clear that she is flattered.  
 As women, we are often flattered when people notice that we have lost weight or 
have trim figures, aren‟t we?, I think to myself.  I say, “No, really, you are very fit.”  
 Alex is smiling brightly. “Well, it is not natural - I wish it was. I work really hard 
at it.  I feel good when my outfits fit just right. When I haven‟t worked out or my clothes 
are a little tight because I‟m bloated from my time of the month, I just feel gross,” she 
snickers sweetly.   
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 I chuckle, too, because I know exactly what she is talking about. I have “fat 
pants” – my jeans that I wear when I have gained a little bit of weight.  They fit looser 
and comfortably. Now, my skinny jeans, I can only wear those when I‟ve been working 
out routinely for a month or so.  “Yes,” I concur, “I know exactly what you mean.” I 
think of the athletes that come into my office who speak of their weight – telling me that 
they feel self-conscious in their bathing suits or track outfits.  Elite athletes with amazing 
physiques are conscious of every square inch of their appearance.  I have to remind them 
that I am not a clinical psychologist or nutritionist and even refer some to the proper 
professionals.  But, there are many times when I have noticed they just want to talk about 
it.  They don‟t want the problem fixed or changed – they just want to know that they 
aren‟t alone, that others worry about their physical appearance, too. As a female sport 
psychology consultant, I remember that, sometimes, when working with female athletes 
they may not want me to fix anything; they just want me to listen and make them feel like 
they are “normal.” And, they are.  
 Alex continues, “I used to diet. In college, I dieted a lot. I just felt better when I 
was thin. I ran a lot, too, and in fact, I still do.  I would study and work out. Working out 
was my outlet from frustration because of a terrible anatomy lab or irritating professor. 
Plus, the more I worked out, the better I looked.  It didn‟t hurt when I was hostessing 
either.  When my calves were defined from all the running, I felt pretty good in our 
hostess outfits,” she admits with a giggle.  
 I am glad that she feels like she can share this very personal reflection with me. 
So, I say, “I understand,” because I do. I felt great and thought I looked great, too, when I 
was running 25 miles a week. My feelings are a mirror image of hers.  I do not 
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necessarily like this reality of our lives, but I understand it. I wonder, Who we are looking 
good for? Is it really ourselves? 
 Alex divulges to me, “It is funny that I was so concerned about my figure. We 
really had to wear some horrendous outfits. Actually, now that I think about it more, we 
had to wear these „80‟s style blazers and they had shoulder pads. They were straight and 
unfitted. Looking back, we looked awful, so, I don‟t know why it matter if we were 
attractive or not.” I laugh with her as she chuckles. “I mean, I know there‟s a reason 
women, not men do this. But, with those blazers we may as well have been men. I 
remember them telling us to look „nice.‟ By that, I think they meant shower, wear some 
make-up, but our actual attractiveness was never an emphasis. It just makes me laugh 
now because they told us to look nice and put us in those horrendous blazers.” 
 I am learning that Alex is not as shy as she had appeared to be in the group. She 
seems to be one of those people who shines more in one-on-one conversations. As I am 
thinking this, I ask her, “Did you feel that the women in your hostess program were 
attractive?,” since I didn‟t feel she had much to say in the larger group conversation. 
 “Well, if you looked around you, couldn‟t deny that everybody was attractive. 
How much it was talked about in the selection process, I don‟t know. But, if you think 
about it, that‟s just our society – if you have someone being a spokesperson for an 
organization, a business or anything, they are usually going to be attractive.” I think back 
to what Patricia was saying in her conversation with CeCe and realize Patricia and Alex 
have the same point of view. Patricia continues, “The one thing I have to say is that I 
never saw weight to be an issue. In fact, there were some heavier girls; not everyone was 
100 lbs, not everyone was sticks. But, they were still attractive. I thought that was nice 
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that we didn‟t all have to be a certain size. Maybe we need to give credit to the program 
for recognizing different sizes of beauty and for not seeing a cookie cutter vision of 
beauty,” Alex says in all seriousness. 
 As she is telling me this, I think about how it still comes back to a man‟s 
preferences and what Johnny, a graduate student in Athletics told me. I say to Alex, “I 
asked a graduate student in Athletics last year about the variety of hostesses necessary for 
recruitment purposes. He said, „Well, hostess programs need women of all sizes and 
shapes. A 6‟4 linebacker isn‟t going to find a 5‟2 100 pound fragile and attractive doll. 
So, they need to take that into consideration.‟ I guess it makes me think that, yes, hostess 
programs have women representing their programs who have a variety of shapes and 
sizes. But, it seems that the women may still be present for the male gaze – to please the 
males‟ likings.”  
 “Yes, of course. But, I think it is great that we weren‟t made to think there was 
one ideal size or shape since we represented so many shapes and sizes,” Alex says 
without addressing my comment about women being chosen for the male gaze. I think to 
myself, I guess that is taken as a given for women who spent time as hostesses. Maybe 
these women are so accustomed to the male gaze that it doesn‟t phase them?  
 Alex continues, “I‟m of the mindset that people can make themselves more 
attractive than they might otherwise be – that was what was emphasized in our hostess 
program. Be presentable. Come in wearing make-up and have your hair done. That is 
what they emphasized.”  
 I asked her, “What would have happened if one Saturday morning, you came in 
and didn‟t have your hair done or make-up on?” 
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 Alex laughs, “Oh, that would never happen. You just didn‟t, and,  if you did, you 
would probably be pulled aside and given some make-up to put on or you would not be 
picked to do any of the official visits in the future.” 
 Without thinking, I say, “Wow. Really?” 
 “Yeah. You were there to do a job and part of that job requirement was to look 
presentable,” Alex says unswervingly. “But, you know, before looking presentable, you 
had to have a good personality. It doesn‟t matter how you look if you don‟t have a good 
personality. And, I think those in charge saw that.”   
 “So, looking back, why do you think that you were chosen to be a hostess?” 
 “I think that it helps that I was really involved on campus. Like I said before - I 
was involved in Student Government, the PreMed Club, my sorority, and, oh, I forgot - I 
was also a Freshman Orientation Facilitator. I was used to talking and interacting with a 
lot of different people. On top of that, I love football and was so proud to be a student at 
Private University.  I didn‟t have any complaints about the campus and was outgoing. 
That‟s why I think I was chosen,” Alex replies.    
 Leandra sneaks in next to us to grab some shrimp and says, “What are you ladies 
talking about that is so interesting?”  
 “Tanya just asked me why I think I was chosen to be a hostess. So, I was just  
 
telling her.” She pauses and asks, “Why do you think you were chosen?”  
Race - Revisited 
 Without hesitation, Leandra responds, “I think they saw an intelligent, fun and 
cute Black woman, and, said, „She‟s in,‟” she laughs sarcastically. “It also helps that my 
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Dad was a college football coach. So, they knew I was knowledgeable about football. 
But, by far, it helped that I was a smart AND cute Black girl.”  
 I wonder,  What exactly does she mean by this? Apparently, so does Alex because 
she asks, “Why do you think that was so important?” 
 “They needed Black girls to represent the university well and the football 
program. A lot of the football team was Black, so they had to have Black girls that were 
good. The Black population at the school was small to begin with. So, there are fewer 
Black girls. But, since there is a smaller pool – they were really looking for some stars. 
So, I think when they interviewed a Black girl that had the background I did, it was a no 
brainer. I don‟t really say that to be stuck up, but it was just the truth.”  
 “So, Leandra, was there a racial divide in your program?,” Alex asks. 
 “I can think of one time in particular. I was so sad!” 
 Immediately, Alex responds, “Yeah, I have a time that comes to mind for me, too. 
I‟m sure I contributed to it because there were easily eight or nine girls who were 
hostesses and also part of my sorority. So, we would always go to the stadium together. 
But, it was like we all went with our cliques to the stadium and when there was free time 
we hung out together. I don‟t really recall other races besides White and Black girls. But, 
I can remember – literally – when we were waiting for the recruits to come to the practice 
field, having an invisible racial line with White girls on one side and Black girls on the 
other. Anytime we had the option of being on our own, we were always racially divided. 
It was depressing,” Alex explains.  
 Leandra shakes her head. “I have a story similar to that. Now, we never had this 
problem when we were actually at home recruiting. But, on this particular trip, all of the 
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Black hostesses were in one van and all of the White hostesses were in another van. One 
of the Black hostesses - her name was Shaylina - she pointed out, „This isn‟t right that we 
have all the Blacks in one van and all of the Whites in the other. Somebody needs to get 
off and go over there.‟ So, of course, she did it. She got out of our van and went over to 
the other van and tried to bring it to the White girls‟ attention that we were separated.  
There was no budge; there was no one that wanted to intermingle. I‟m not going to blame 
it on the White girls because it was both of the groups of girls being selfish. It was 
unfortunate and ruined the trip.”  
 “Then, all of a sudden there was this racial divide that we had never had and it all 
boiled down to them saying, „We don‟t want to listen to rap.‟ Now, I‟m the kind of 
person who will listen to everything except for country. I‟m really into John Mayer. I 
love him. He is White, I‟m Black, but it is no big deal,” she laughs. Alex and I both laugh 
with her. “You can laugh at me if you want to, but he sings my favorite song. But, I don‟t 
know what happened…if it was because we were in the South that did it. What made it 
even worse was when we got out of the vans and all we saw was cotton fields. None of us 
were from the South so we really felt out of place. It was the Black girls over here and the 
White girls over here the entire trip. It sucked because it could‟ve been a fun trip but we 
ruined it. We all ruined it.”  
 I hadn‟t even noticed that all of the ladies were listening in on our conversation.  
Here we are, seven women standing around CeCe‟s kitchen island sharing and listening 
to stories about race as it relates to hostess experience. I think to myself, This seems to be 
a hot topic.  
156 
 
 Kallie says, “We actually did a lot of diversity workshops, talking about where 
people were from. We talked about nationalities, we talked about our family origins and 
that was really interesting. We also brought some stereotypes down across racial barriers. 
We tried to do a lot of activities. They incorporated team building into our training and I 
liked that.”  
 CeCe adds, “When the football team had its big scrimmage in the Spring, that‟s 
when we had the first group of new hostesses. We always paired the new hostesses with 
older girls even if the older ones were graduating. We also tried to cross through racial, 
geographical and sorority lines. We would try to have the lady from Delaware paired 
with the girl from Texas. We really took a lot of time as captains to line up whom we‟re 
dealing with so that it was beneficial for the new hostesses.  
 A lot goes into the interview process and the selection of the hostesses. We were 
looking at everything. „Do you fit with the group? For instance, do we already have 25 
girls from one sorority? If we do, then having another girl from that sorority isn‟t really 
going to help us – we don‟t have enough diversity. Think about it - if that sorority had a 
parents‟ weekend, we would have been missing 25 girls. So, even if a girl was really 
great, she might not get in because we had too many girls like her. People would get 
angry if they didn‟t get in; but, I really applaud people who applied again. If there were 
200 ladies applying, not everybody could make it. Think about it - a lot of times our 
group consisted of 50 to 60 girls total; so, that means we may be only accepting 20 ladies 
because only 20 girls are graduating. So, that means we are only accepting 20 people. 
There may only be 20 spots to fill. „So, what are we looking for?‟” 
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 “It depends year-to-year; it varies. Realistically, if all of the Black girls are 
graduating – ok, we had 20 strong Black women graduating – as a White female coming 
in, you would have to be really good. We were looking for someone who can work 
across,” CeCe pauses. I think she realizes she may need to rephrase her thought to be 
more politically correct. She continues, “We may not have time for diversity training 
when you come in. So, when ladies came in, we needed them to be able to work with 
everybody. We had some girls that came from areas and they were not used to - whether 
it be White, Hispanic, or it be African American girls who come from heavily dense 
African American populations - may not be used to working with everybody. So, that is 
going to make a difference. And, when selection comes we are looking for the most well 
rounded young lady.” 
 „So, you went to private school?‟ Well, just because you are Black and you went 
to a public school in New York city doesn‟t mean that you can relate to the Black guy 
who went to a private school in Charleston, S.C. The Black football player could have 
been adopted by a White couple. So, pairing him with the lady from the south side of 
Chicago may not be a good move. We were looking for people who could relate.  We 
were looking for well-rounded young ladies.” 
 Leandra looks like she has something to add. But, CeCe continues talking without 
skipping a beat, “We had a hostess tell the other co-captain that she never saw a Black 
person before coming to college and she didn‟t know if she could work with one. So, I‟m 
trying to figure out at that moment - of course, she didn‟t tell me that in the interview. 
„What do you mean?‟ I wasn‟t angry with her or anything like that. It is just that I didn‟t 
know. I wish we would‟ve known. We had paired her with a Black family and she was 
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really uncomfortable the entire day. If we had had this conversation earlier, we wouldn‟t 
have put her in that situation. She went to the White captain and we always tried to have 
a both a White and Black captain. We did diversity training and she still didn‟t say 
anything.” 
 “You have got to be kidding,” Patricia says out loud. 
 “No, I‟m not joking. This was something that I felt I dropped the ball on as a 
captain because I wasn‟t paying attention when we paired the ladies with recruits. I didn‟t 
know that she was actually uncomfortable. It was sad. She couldn‟t handle it; she quit the 
program. What do you do about that?,” CeCe asks rhetorically. “A lot of times you try to 
pick and choose, but most times Black girls are paired with Black guys for that reason. 
Like I said before, sometimes it comes from the mother because the mothers are like, „I 
don‟t want to taint him with a White girl‟ or it could be the same thing from the White 
families, „I don‟t want my son to be chummy chummy with a Black girl.‟”  
 Patricia finally interrupts CeCe, “I wish we could get past racial prejudice. It 
sounds like 20 years later, nothing has changed. This one winter break I had a big-time 
recruit who actually ended up going into the NFL. Let me say, here was the thing with 
me, I was a local – born and raised – so I got a lot of the recruits who came before school 
had started back up. I lived in town so I showed them around. Anyways, I showed this 
prospect around town and thought it went great. He came with his family and I really 
enjoyed his visit. He was Black and come to find out he was prejudiced against Whites. 
We thought he was coming to play for us up until signing day and then on signing day he 
signed with another university. He called our coaches and told them that he was upset 
that the university paired him with a White girl. Honestly, I had no idea he was upset at 
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the time. I thought the visit went fabulous. I never felt awkward or out of place and he 
and his family seemed to be enjoying themselves, too. When I was told that he didn‟t sign 
with us because he was matched up with me, I thought, „Lovely.‟ I know the coaches 
would have never paired me with him if they had known. They would have found a Black 
girl to come back to school early or something to ensure he had a Black hostess. You 
think, „Oh, we‟ve come so far as a society.‟ But, really, we haven‟t progressed at all. This 
was my experience over 20 years ago and you younger gals are telling me the same 
stories. It is sad,” Patricia sighs.   
 Leandra fills in, “It is just something we need to get past. I‟m wondering if it is 
not quite as bad now because recruits are traveling all over the country. They‟re used to 
going on visits and know that their hostess is not their girlfriend.” 
 Patricia interrupts, “But, it sounds like prospects are still paired with a hostess that 
is most like them.” 
 CeCe says, “Again, as long as she can talk to you and relate to the recruit – that‟s 
the main thing. You want girls who are able to have conversations during the game, too. 
That makes a huge difference because if the game is 49-14 you need to be able to talk 
about something besides football or the university. If not, it is going to be a long day for 
the recruit, his family and the young lady. For instance, if it is a blow out, you need to 
have a girl that can talk about the hometown area of the recruit or music or the NFL or 
new movie release - something. You have to be able to talk about things besides football 
and the university, too. That‟s when you bring things around full circle because it really 
is important when you pair and the more people that you have that are well-rounded, the 
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better group of girls that you have. The ideal hostesses are those who can work official 
visits and everybody could have an opportunity to do that.”  
 Kallie interjects, “But, in my opinion, for what it is worth, it doesn‟t work like 
that in reality. Some really great hostesses I knew never got official visits. I only 
remember getting two officials. When the top recruits came, it was mainly the girls who 
would compromise their values and integrity that got to work them. I wasn‟t about to do 
that; it wasn‟t worth it to me.”  
 CeCe responds, “Well, that wasn‟t the case at Western. A lot of time I found that 
it was because we assumed that a young lady was comfortable working with a wide 
variety of athletes because she got through the interview and she did well. As an 
example, that one girl, I asked here where she came from and she never said that she 
never saw a Black person until she came to college. I just would have never thought 
that.” 
 I am sitting wondering, What about Kallie‟s comment about compromising values 
and integrity? Why is nobody addressing it? 
 Patricia looks uncomfortable with what CeCe has just said. “I really think it has 
more to do with looks; at least it did when I was a hostess. For the most part, the most 
attractive Black girls – I mean, they were beautiful young women – they always got the 
top recruits and all of the official visits. Now, don‟t get me wrong, they were smart; I am 
not going to take that away from them. Were they necessarily the most outgoing? I don‟t 
recall that, but they were definitely the most beautiful.” 
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 Alex timidly says, “Well, I never ever got an official visit. I guess I really was a 
bad hostess,” she laughs. The ladies laugh with her but carry on without reassuring her or 
addressing her statement. 
 “Generally speaking, if you look at the racial representation of football teams – at 
least at big time DI schools - the guys are mostly Black. So, I think that is why maybe 
some of the hostess programs have more Black hostesses than White girls,” Simone 
mentions. 
 CeCe says, “Well, at my institution, it was generally an even split of White and 
Black girls.  I needed girls to be comfortable with everybody. This is America, and, 
football is America‟s sport. This is what we do. Yeah, this is what we do. We represent 
football and we need to be open-minded and inclusive of everybody.” 
Hegemony in Football 
 Leandra looks around the island to see if someone else wants to speak and when 
none of us begin, she says, “I recall us going to the Panhellenic building to meet and 
recruit girls from all of the sororities who may be interested in being a part of the hostess 
program. We wanted to meet as many girls as possible. We did interest meetings with 
almost all of the Greek organizations across campus to help ladies learn what the hostess 
program was about and to emphasize that it was a job. But, the funny thing is, I never 
recall going to any Business or Sport Management organizations. In reality, we should 
have been recruiting both men and women since we needed people in both genders; but, 
we were really only recruiting females and we never went to any faith-based 
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organizations or LGBT groups. Why is that?,” she laughs as if she already knows the 
answer.  
 Patricia jumps in, “I will tell you why – you were looking for the most beautiful 
girls on campus. And, the assumption is that if you want to find the pretty and popular 
girls, you go to the sororities.”  
 Kallie adds, “Too, there were no handouts or flyers to get involved like there 
would have been for other organizations. They really didn‟t want just anybody to join, so 
it was kept a little hush-hush.”  
 “Really? I think I remember having advertisements for getting involved in our 
university newspaper. I could be wrong…but I am fairly certain,” Simone says as she is 
still trying to remember.  
 I stand there wondering, What about the LGBT groups? Do the women have an 
awareness of homophobia in sport? Should I ask? Heck, why not? What do I have to 
lose? I take my routine deep breath, “Leandra mentioned that her hostess program never 
went to LGBT groups. Why do you think this is?” 
 Simone chimes in, “I don‟t think they want gay gals or guys in football. I know 
that when Immanuel talks with the guys on his past football teams, they cringe when it 
comes to gays. I have tried to make him more open-minded, but he will not budge. My 
cousin is 15 and gay and Immanuel thinks that somebody needs to take him to the gym 
and „roughen him up‟ to make him straight. I try to tell Immanuel, „Honey, he is just gay 
– there‟s no changing him.‟ Well, it doesn‟t work because then he comes up with a 
million reasons why my cousin is gay – he doesn‟t have any men in his life, everybody is 
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too soft with him, or his mother should have never let him start dancing and playing the 
piano when he was a little boy.” 
 You have to be kidding, I think to myself. People still hold all of these stereotypes 
so strongly? 
 CeCe joins in, “You never see gay men in football and for as long as I can recall, 
I‟ve never seen gay women in college football. Lesbians and gays just don‟t fit into the 
sport of football.”   
 The silence is chilling, that awkward kind of silence that some of us just can‟t deal 
with. It is Patricia who finally speaks up, “Tanya, ask us a question that you‟ve wanted to 
know that we haven‟t addressed quite yet. I know there must be more that you want to 
know,” she says. 
 “Yes, and let‟s all go back to the living room so we can sit down and relax. My feet 
hurt from standing here – I was standing all day at the college fair I went to downtown 
today,” CeCe adds.  
 “Ah, I know - I was in surgery today,” Alex says softly. 
 Simone and Alex grab their dishes and place them in the stainless steel trash can at 
the end of granite island. I follow behind them and listen to their conversation as we all 
meander back to CeCe‟s living room. Simone questions Alex, “What type of surgeon are 
you, did you say?” 
 “I‟m an orthopedic surgeon, but I am only on call this weekend. I love having some 
time off. I think I‟m going to take some time to do some biking. I haven‟t biked in so 
long and want to get a few more good rides in before the weather doesn‟t allow it,” Alex 
utters.   
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 Before I even have a chance to sit down, Patricia says, “So, Tanya – what do you 
want to know?”   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 12: The Makings of a “Good Hostess” 
 “I want to know what makes a good hostess,” I say without hesitation as I take my 
seat at the far edge of the sofa. 
 “Do you want to know what we think makes a good hostess or what we think those 
selecting the hostesses think makes a good hostess?” Kallie asks. 
 “Ah, let‟s start with what you think makes a good hostess,” I answer. Inside, I think 
to myself, so there is a difference?  
 “Let‟s see, ladies – what is our recipe for a perfect hostess?,” Patricia laughs. 
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 “As we have already said, you definitely have to be outgoing. You can‟t be afraid 
to talk,” Kallie blurts out.  
 “Yes, she has to have a great personality and be enthusiastic and charismatic,” 
Patricia adds. “Ladies, do you all agree?” 
 “Yep, along those lines she has to not only be able to communicate but be able 
initiate conversation. A good hostess needs to put on whatever hat they need to wear at 
that time. If it is talking to the mom, if it is talking to the dad, if it is talking to the 
grandma who is concerned that her grandson is going to be so far away, if it is talking to 
the adoptive mother, if it is talking to the girlfriend or talking to the best friend, Buddy. A 
good hostess is able to sell the program to everybody – not just the athlete. We all know 
that it is the mommas who decide where the athletes are going, anyways,” Simone 
laughs. 
 All the ladies are laughing hard.  I hear lots of “uh-huhs” and chuckling in the 
background. “So, the best hostess is one who can be a jill of all trades who can win over 
the moms?,” I ask, to make sure I‟m hearing them right. 
 CeCe answers abruptly, “Yes, I needed the ladies to be able to do that and I think 
that‟s where we were successful at Western. Actually, one of my years we had the 
number one recruiting class in the country. We were successful that year because we 
wore many hats. We had young ladies who are now in law school and med school. We 
had a woman who won our county beauty pageant and we had a Miss Homecoming.” 
 Nobody else seems all that impressed, but leave it to Patricia to chime in 
sarcastically, “So, you are telling me that you had very attractive ladies?.” Patricia is 
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laughing and all of the rest of us are trying not to laugh. Even CeCe is trying to keep her 
smile in. 
 She finally smiles, “Attractive in the sense that they are comfortable in their own 
skin and carry themselves well.” 
 “I understand,” Patricia adds, knowing that she won and feeling no need to make 
her point more clearly.  
 “Well, we already said this, but football knowledge and university knowledge is 
really important,” Kallie utters. 
 “Being intelligent and well-spoken is so important,” Patricia contributes. “You 
can‟t have a girl talking about the party going on later tonight in front of the parents. 
Everybody knows it is happening, but you can‟t have a representative talking about that. 
But, you would be surprised how people are not smart enough to understand this. I was 
just interviewing a kid earlier this week for a work-study position in our athletic 
department and I asked her why she wanted to work in the office. Do you know what she 
said to me? She said, „I want to meet the football players.‟ I said, „Okay, young lady, I 
have been in this business for over 15 years and that is not a reason.‟ Of course, I didn‟t 
hire her. I would never hire someone like that. I couldn‟t believe that she said that to me. 
I have a senior administration position – my job is kind of a big deal and the girl did not 
know better than to say that. I was shocked,” Patricia is smiling and shaking her head. “It 
is unbelievable, ladies.”   
 All of the ladies are smiling and shaking their heads, agreeing with Patricia; Simone 
adds, “Another thing that comes to my mind is that a good hostess is prompt - it wasn‟t 
on our time, this was a job. Sometimes, we would start as early as 12 pm on a Saturday 
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and go all the way until 9 or 10 o‟clock at night. If it started on Thursday and you have 
class on Friday morning but they decide they‟re going to do dinner at 9 pm when all of 
the recruits get into town, you still had to be there.”  
 CeCe has another idea, “A great hostess has a good sense of humor. For example, 
there was this hostess. Her name was Vivienne. She had a beautiful name. And, one of 
the recruits was like, “How do I book a stay at the Vivy Inn?” All the ladies chuckle. 
“Exactly why we were all great hostesses.  It is okay to laugh at him in that situation. 
That‟s okay to laugh that off. She wasn‟t offended. She just said, „Wow, did you really 
just come up with that? That was ridiculous.‟ It was a joke and he didn‟t mean anything 
by it. Those things do not have to be reported. If someone is touching you or making you 
feel uncomfortable, those are the things that need to be reported. But, there are some 
things a good hostess laughs off.” After a few moments, the laughter dies down.    
 Alex adds timidly, “We already talked about this, but you have to keep your grades 
up. That was something that parents wanted to know. They‟d say, „Well, what do your 
grades look like?‟ It was great to say, „I have a 4.0 and am studying Pre Med. I know that 
parents were impressed by that.”  
 I think to myself, Who in their right mind wouldn‟t be?  
 Leandra says, “I agree with that and you also had to be dedicated to the university 
and football program. I say this because there were some weekends that you want to go 
home and you can‟t because we have a football game and you have to be dedicated to 
being a hostess. Then, there are other weekends where the last thing you feel like doing is 
having some fake conversation that you have had four weekends in a row. You have to 
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remember that you may think you sound like a broken record, but this is the very first 
time that the recruit this weekend has heard it.”  
 “Oh, yeah, there were plenty of times where it would have been so much more fun 
to be a normal student on game day. It would have been fun to be tailgating before and 
after the game, but as a hostess that was not an option,” Kallie agrees. The ladies shake 
their heads and agree. There‟s a silence in the conversation as the women are thinking of 
more ideas of what makes a great hostess. 
 Patricia breaks the silence, “Now, I know this may not have applied to your  
 
Schools, but at Southern State I definitely think that they were looking for Southern  
 
belles.”  
 
 I ask, “What about a Southern belle do you feel was so appealing?” 
 
 Patricia responds, “I think it is the image and the charm of a Southern gal. We are 
polite girls and I think the accent is a plus,” she chuckles, but I can tell that she is serious. 
“I am for real about this. I can‟t tell you how many times – no matter where I am or 
where I go – that my Southern accent works for me rather than against me.”  
 “Give us an example,” Simone insists.  
 “Gosh, there‟s so many. But, for example, if I get pulled over by a cop here in the 
North he will almost always ask me, where I‟m from, what I‟m doing here, and, he will 
come back and only give me a warning. I‟m telling you, it is because I am a Southern 
belle. It is not right, but it is just how it is,” Patricia admits.   
 “That‟s something I will never understand,” Kallie laughs. 
 I hear Leandra in the distance say, “Me, neither.”  
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 “Wait, wait…I can think of one more thing that is really important,” CeCe 
exclaims. “Driven and goal-oriented. A good hostess has some sort of goals and 
ambitions. A lot of times, the guys would want to talk about what their long-term goals 
were. Maybe it was going to the NFL, but maybe it was going to law school. We needed 
to have a young lady who said, „I want to go into politics. I am going to be a politician.‟ 
Parents, especially, wanted to see that we were ladies who had a vision for our lives. A 
bad hostess is someone who doesn‟t have any goals and is just part of the program to be 
affiliated with football and football players,” she concludes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 13: “The Other” – The “Bad Hostess” 
Our relation to these Others fuels our passions, help us define our mission, and give us  
 
perspective on who we are and what we want. We get in trouble however, when we think  
 
the differences between “them” and “us” is something akin to a problem to be solved.  
 
- Arthur Bochner (2009), Warm ideas and chillingconsequences 
 
 “So, what else makes a bad hostess?,” I question the women.  
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 “First, I think, a hostess cannot be shy and timid,” Simone contributes. “Nobody 
is going to enjoy their visit with a hostess that doesn‟t talk.” 
 Patricia then says, “Yeah, and a bad hostess is someone who is too out there. She 
can‟t be crazy over the top.” 
 “Can you give me an example?,” I ask. 
 “Everybody knew who those girls were. You need hostesses to mind their Ps and 
Qs. You can‟t have a hostess that is too sexy or too open. People know and you can give 
off that vibe by your appearance and who you hang out with,” Patricia responds. I think 
to myself, She kind of tip-toed around my question. 
 Simone picks up where Patricia left off, “Ah…well, I will say the ones – I‟m not 
even going to say - the sorority girls that took them back to their sorority house.” She 
pauses and then realizes that some of the women mentioned that they were in sororities 
during their undergraduate years. “Ladies, if you were in a sorority, I apologize. I am 
only speaking from my experience. Anyways, I‟m not going to say that they were bad 
hostesses because were just trying to entertain the prospects and convince them to come 
to Midwestern. Plus, I have no idea what happened in those sorority houses. But, we did 
have a few of the girls that, umm…well, their purpose to be a hostess was to hook-up 
with one of the athletes on the football team. We had a girl named Brooke and she was 
infamous for hooking up with the team. Everybody knew it. I felt that if your motive was 
not to actually be a part of the organization and represent the university and the football 
program in a positive light, then they were not the ideal hostess.” 
Kallie mentions, “My experience was that it depended on who the recruit was. If 
it was the recruit that they really wanted – now, I‟m telling you things that I saw with my 
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own eyes and that I heard from the grapevine, it may not happen everywhere – but if it 
was one of the recruits that they really really wanted, some things could and would go 
unsaid. No ladies were ever dismissed for that,” she pauses. I wonder, What is „that‟?  
 Kallie continues, “They were reprimanded in the meetings and the director would  
 
always say something about it in front of the group. We would actually laugh about it.  
 
But, she would say, „Don‟t do that because it is just not tasteful.‟ But, most of the time,  
 
nothing was even said because the coaches really wanted some of those players and as  
 
long as the recruits came to Big State they didn‟t care what got them there. So, if that  
 
meant that a girl went out of her way to bring him to her sorority house and get a little  
 
drunk and then drop him off at his hotel…now, keep in mind that I‟m not necessarily  
 
saying sex. But, some of the guys were just excited to be around a group of girls that paid  
 
them some attention, and college women, eighteen and up, at that. Remember now, these  
 
are high school boys. So, the coaches were okay with that, but it was still against policy.  
 
You know how men can be sometimes; if nobody knows, then it didn‟t happen.” 
You Need Deal Closers 
 Leandra fills in, “I think it depends on the coach. Some coaches run the type of 
program where you have the good girls and the bad girls. You have the girls who are the 
„bad‟ good deal closers and then you have what I viewed as the „good‟ deal closers – like 
me.  I was a good deal closer. But, then you have the girls who are…‟deal closers‟. Now, 
Brooke - she is a „deal closer.‟ Leandra does the nonverbal quote unquote gesture and 
raises her eyebrows. We all begin to laugh. “But, lots of coaches are okay with that.  It 
was not an issue for them unless someone made it an issue.”    
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After Leandra pauses, Simone interjects, “I still just cannot believe that she had 
the audacity to show up. She was one of the few girls that would routinely go and party 
with the recruits and players. In all honesty, when the recruits came to campus, the 
athletic department would spend all kinds of money to entertain them on the weekend. 
Sometimes, some of the girls would go out after hours and against athletic department 
rules – well, Brooke was one of those girls. Of course, the coaches wanted that recruit, so 
nothing would ever be said to the girls like her. But, that was some of the things that the 
director would bring to our attention on the Sunday meetings. She would say, „Next time 
don‟t do this; and, next time do this,‟ Simone contributes.  
 Kallie responds, “Unfortunately, they feel they need both types of girls.” 
 
 Leandra laughs, “You do. I can‟t even lie to you.” She looks around the room to 
see if anyone is jumping on the bandwagon with her. “I am not saying it is right, but you 
do. Not that it makes a difference in the boy coming here and whether or not he got some 
on his visit, but, other schools are doing it. You all know they are.” The ladies don‟t 
disagree with her; their silence is approval. “Others schools are doing it and coaches want 
recruits to get the best experience possible. So if they can have these girls there that are 
willing to do this and do that - and every girl doesn‟t need to be like that – but, there 
needs to be somebody that they can call on and…” she pauses. Nobody says anything. 
 Finally, I question to make sure that I am following, “…give the boy what he 
wants?” 
 “Yes. That is what he wants or that is what some of the boys want,” Leandra 
states bluntly. I am appreciative that she has opened up, revealing this reality. 
“Everybody knows it, but nobody wants to talk about it.”  
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 “We had a few girls whose purpose of being there was to have the free meals,  
 
wear the short khaki shorts on Saturday and walk the football field. We would take the  
 
recruits and their parents out on the football field and people are in the stadium looking  
 
down and saying, „Oh, who are those girls? They look so good‟ and, „Look at those short  
 
shorts.‟ We had girls that loved the limelight. Brooke was one of those girls who loved  
 
the limelight. I know this sounds crazy saying this but being a hostess was a big deal.  
 
Some women just want to find their free meal ticket. They want to find their baby daddy,  
 
and „Wow, how convenient - he just happens to be going to the NFL.” The ladies laugh,  
 
but I cannot find it in me to even fake a laugh. 
Life’s Unexpected Turns – Am I the ‘Other’? 
I sit and wonder, How do autoethnographers find the courage to provide stories 
of with such intimate detail. Do I have the courage to do the same? Some days more than 
others.  Goodall (2000) reminds me, “yes, and you must use the material of your life to 
find the material for the story.” Some material of our lives seems best kept secret but self-
disclosure can lead to healing for readers and writers alike (Ellis, 2007). I hope this is the 
case. 
I‟m sad but I don‟t speak…I reflect. The memory of my experience is too vivid 
and recent. Everyone needed a chance to stretch and take a break, as I wandered to the 
second floor restroom I thought about my experience the last few months. It was the fall a 
gloomy morning - a morning that came much too fast. A morning when laying with my 
comfy down blanket was more appealing than conquering the day ahead of me.  The 
night prior I had set my alarm forty-five minutes earlier than I had truly wanted to get up.  
Did I mention it was a Monday morning? A cold Monday morning.  
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I put on my comfy sweatpants and Wisconsin hoodie and brushed my teeth. With 
no further prepping, I stepped out of my condo and walked to my Yellow Bomber, one 
thing bright that morning. I started the ignition and turned on the heat as I waited 
shivering in the driver‟s seat.  I followed the curvy road to a destination less than two 
miles from my house. There was no nervousness or apprehension present in my being.  I 
was making the trip out of an obligation to free someone else‟s mind, not my own.  I 
wanted to make it quick and get on with my day.  Because it was 7:30 am finding a 
parking spot in an otherwise crowded parking lot was no issue. I walked composed into 
Wal-Mart. I found what I needed, paid for my purchase in the self-checkout, and walked 
composed out of Wal-Mart.  I do not remember much more until I sat in my small 
bathroom in tears. My life had flashed before my eyes in this one moment. It is positive. 
No, me - pregnant?! Me - a baby mama? It can‟t be. This is not how my life was 
supposed to go, supposed to look. I was supposed to have a wedding, a husband, a 
career, a home. This can‟t be! What do I do now?  What about my dreams?  
Two days later I begin writing daily to the life growing inside me in a journal just for the 
baby: 
 
 
Dear Baby, 
 I met your father when I least expected it. It was not love at first sight. In fact, I 
despised your father. He was outspoken and confrontational, yet articulate. He was 
intriguing. I fell for your father because he challenged me more than anyone I have ever, 
to this day, met in my life. It irritated me that he pushed me and my buttons as much as he 
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did. However, it was something that constantly kept me interested in him, unlike I had 
been interested in anyone before him. He was everything new and refreshing to me. Your 
dad has a warm heart; he just covers it well, as I‟m sure you will find.  
 The day your father first shocked me was when I saw him dynamically present a 
lecture with ease. His poise was mind-boggling and it was one of the best presentations I 
had ever seen. At that instant, I knew he was special but had no idea he was someone I 
would love in just a short time. It was at that moment that he lit a spark in my heart. In 
the ensuing months, your father and I would fall madly in love. Believe me, we had ups 
and downs; but, the love never ceased. I have a feeling that will always be the case. 
 Last year, your father earned his first full-time coaching job. It happened so fast. 
He left for the interview and got the job on the spot, flew back to Knoxville and was gone 
by the weekend. I happened to be in Wisconsin for the weekend because your great-aunt 
Ruthie was struggling to recover from a double-knee replacement. It seemed her heart 
was not as strong as doctors had led us to believe. It was a miracle that she was even 
alive at 60 years of age. Aunt Ruthie has Down Syndrome and loves babies – you are 
going to brighten her world. 
 Anyways, when I came back to Knoxville, your dad was gone. I wasn‟t 
disappointed, only excited for him and for us. I wanted his every dream to come true as I 
stayed in Knoxville to finish my doctorate. Your dad and I saw each other as often as we 
could, but the distance brought us many challenges. Even still, we were emotionally 
connected. 
 The distance was hard and being the spitfire I can be, I insisted I continue 
pursuing my degree and make finishing my priority – not moving to be there with your 
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father. It pained me to do it because I loved your father more than any degree or career. 
However, as a young woman, I knew that until I had a husband, I needed to depend on 
me. I was bull-headed and career-driven. Our relationship began to suffer. It is a slow 
fade when you don‟t put the time into love. Yet, I loved your dad beyond words and still 
do.           
 Your daddy came to Knoxville to prove his love for me the one weekend of the 
season he had free and could get away. We were perfect and happy. Laughing and 
enjoying each other‟s company at a high school football game, rummaging through a 
used bookstore, attending a women‟s swim meet and even going to a university football 
game. Your dad and I love going to sporting events together and we always did. You were 
conceived out of love, big love. But, we didn‟t know it, yet. 
 Two weeks later, the distance and arguing started when your dad said, “It was 
good to be friends again.” I had “a moment” and flipped out over the phone. Choose 
your words and actions carefully - they have consequences. We had too much to work 
through, so, it seemed overwhelming and impossible. I was devastated, heartbroken, and 
crushed. But, I found it inside me to apply for seven jobs around the country to be a sport 
psychology professor. I had convinced myself I was moving forward with my life as a 
career woman, with or without your father. I was disappointed but not defeated. 
 Then, one day a week or two later, I received a text from your daddy,  [I had a 
dream that you were pregnant. Have you gotten your period?]  
 I hadn‟t and wasn‟t worried in the least bit. However, I felt tired and depressed. I 
thought it was because I was dealing with the pain of knowing I had to go on with my life 
without your father and his love. Your dad would not stop bugging me. I went to 
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Michigan with my friend Julia who is also in her last year of her PhD program and he 
kept texting me, [I‟m sorry].  
 The truth is that your dad knew I was pregnant with you even though I had no 
idea. Finally, when I returned to Knoxville, your father convinced me to take a pregnancy 
test to ease his mind. On a cold fall Monday morning, I got up early and out of bed and 
headed to WalMart to get a test. Not concerned, I took the test and it was positive. I was 
pregnant with you. I sat in my small bathroom in disbelief and my throat tensed. The 
tears gushed down my face fiercely and freely as I called your dad – my telephone was 
my only lifeline to him. Time stood still and I could hear the humming of the washing 
machine in the room next door.  Though he was miles away, I felt his presence as he 
consoled and comforted me on the other end of the phone as I gathered myself to speak. 
No words even came out; just tears gushed from my eyes as I gasped for air to catch my 
breath. But, your dad just let me sob in my astonishment and soothed my soul with his 
words, “It is okay. We will be fine.  It is all going to be okay. We will find a way to make 
this work and raise our child.” I love your dad.  
 The next day, I went to the physician to confirm you were really here – I realized I 
was going to be your mom for the rest of my life. You are coming whether I‟m ready or 
not. Your father and I called each other regularly and texted almost on the minute. We 
decided it was the three of us – a family. From now on, we are all best friends.  
 Today, I told your Grandma and Grandpa Prewitt. It is a lot for them to process 
but they love me and they are sure gonna love you. Grandpa Prewitt said if there‟s one 
thing he will never do in his life, it is turn his back on his kids or his grandkids. Grandma 
Prewitt said she will love another grandchild. We are loved, baby. 
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 You are soon to replace your father and become the love of my life. I never 
expected your dad to come into my life, and I also didn‟t expect you. But, I want you to 
know that you are precious, amazing and loved, and this love will never stop. Life may 
not always be perfect, baby; however, I will make you one and only one promise in your 
life – you will never lack love from me. Your dad and I love you.  
Dear Baby, 
 There‟s so much to do before you come into this world. You are my inspiration to 
stay on task and be productive. You are quickly becoming the reason for your daddy and 
my being. Even though your daddy is not sure he wants to be with me, he loves you a 
whole lot. I can only imagine how we will love you when you are here. We will love you 
beyond words. 
 I hope you‟re always happy, but that‟s not realistic. I hope you‟re always content 
with your lot in life. Keep in mind God never gives you more than you can handle and 
has a perfect plan for your life. 
 You are already beautiful to me. You were conceived in love – the greatest, most 
beautiful gift God could have ever given me is you. I love you! 
 
Dear Baby, 
 Today, I had my appointment with the OBGYN. She will be your doctor, our 
doctor. She is loving, warm and intelligent. I am happy with our choice. Her staff was 
wonderful, too. I was asked today if “I wanted a boy or girl.” I told her, “All I want is a 
healthy baby.” But, if you are not, I will love you just the same. Even still, I hope you 
have all your fingers and toes. 
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 I want you to always believe in yourself. I know it sounds cliché, but it is the truth. 
I was blessed to be raised in a home that believed in me more than I believed in myself at 
times. I want to give you that same gift. Without a doubt, I will believe in you always and 
forever. I will do all I can to give you every opportunity you deserve. Wherever you go, 
whatever you do, you can always know that my love for you will never falter. I will never 
leave you alone in this world. You are going to come into this world and my life will 
never look the same. I am anxious to see your smile and the life God has ahead for us. 
Your future is bright, baby girl.  
 I allowed the excitement of being a mother to sink in as I remembered writing the 
latest letter to Baby. Yes, I was scared - scared to be an unwed mother, scared to walk 
around the university campus knowing everybody knew but was keeping hush-hush that 
Tanya Prewitt was pregnant, scared to tell family and friends, and scared about what in 
the world would happen once our baby was born. But, even amidst the fear, I grew to fall 
in love with the baby growing inside me. I knew I was a grown woman fully competent 
of raising a child. Even more so, I committed myself to being the most wonderful mother 
to our child and put my personal aspirations on hold. I wrote to my baby in a journal 
daily instead of working and it took me some time to not feel guilty about it.   
 I hear CeCe‟s voice and I make my way back downstairs. I have no idea what I‟ve 
missed. I wonder if it was obvious that I got lost in my own thoughts again. It happens 
quite a bit after losing the baby. I refocus my attention on CeCe‟s voice, “Of course it 
was, you were the best of the best.” 
 Patricia chimes in again, “It was a big thing and most of the girls were attractive.”  
 
I love her sense of humor and we all know that she is simply putting another plug in to  
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reiterate to CeCe that hostess programs are full of pretty girls.  
The Groupies 
 “Yes, so, the ones who I feel wouldn‟t make a good hostess were those types of 
girls – the ones just looking for attention and those who just wanted to party with the 
athletes,” Simone adds.  
Kallies says, “Yeah, those girls who just wanted to be invited to the parties that 
the athletes had - the groupies.” All of the ladies are shaking their heads up and down and 
laughing. I hear a lot of “yeahs” in the background.  Kallie continues, “The groupies are 
on every campus.”  
 Simone adds, “I always had to explain to people that I met my husband in college 
and then they realize that I was a hostess. But, some of the girls, that was their purpose – 
to get close to the athletes and we had guys that had potential. We had a lot of guys that 
were potentially NFL candidates and the girls knew that. So, they were looking for that 
meal ticket pretty much. Immanuel would always tell me underhand conversations that 
the guys would have about certain hostesses. If he was here right now, he could probably 
name a handful of the girls that slept with some of the players while they were a hostess. 
We had our freaks and I think the coaches knew. I think that because they were so good -
looking and popular with the athletes and the coaches, there was no way that the 
recruiting director was going to get rid of them.” 
CeCe looks disgusted, “As far as I know, that would never and did never happen 
at Western. But, what you are describing is a bad hostess, not a good hostess. But, I guess 
we usually didn‟t know. So, if there was anything that happened on the clock we could 
address that, but what could we address off the clock? Parties were not arranged by our 
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staff or coaches; usually, those parties are arranged by women not affiliated with the 
program at all. It might be hostesses‟ friends, it might be a house party that everybody is 
at. From my experience, it is normally the prospect‟s host, the football player, that 
typically causes these problems. Then, they‟re always blaming the hostess. You know, 
the hosts are the athletes that are hosting.” 
 Simone adds, “Exactly, the football players who were getting money to host 
recruits would pool their money they get for hosting official visits, and say, „We‟re going 
to have a house party at so and so‟s house and we‟ve bought the liquor, we‟ve bought the 
booze, so, now go and invite all the girls you talk to.‟ Those are the girls – who may or 
may not be hostesses that give hostesses a bad name - and that‟s when the problem starts. 
If one of those girls is a hostess or one of the hostesses is there, that‟s how things get 
out.” 
 “I just really need to point out,” CeCe says as she takes a breath, “that, yes, 
possibly, a lot of times, sex is had with athletes on the team and not necessarily the 
recruits. I remember this one time that was so awkward. But, the chances of having 
twenty-five to fifty attractive young ladies together – well, they are going to be 
overlapping some guy. IT NEVER FAILS. Now, that is an uncomfortable moment.” I 
can‟t help but snicker as do all of the other women. “I can recall more than a few times 
when there was a big play on the field and three girls would be standing up clapping and 
cheering like that‟s her man. I‟m like, „Oh, God.‟ We are all laughing hysterically at this 
point. CeCe holds in her laughter, “This is not good, but it happened more than you think 
it would. It was hard. Hostesses are going to be in different sororities and the Black 
population is not very big. When you take those most attractive girls on campus and you 
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put them all together, something is going to happen...some young ladies are going to 
overlap with one of the guys. Young people are going to have sex,” she says, so matter of 
factly, but the rest of us women smirk. “What? You all know it is true, so don‟t laugh,” 
she jokes. 
 “Yes, you‟re right, CeCe,” Kallie agrees. “And, it is evident that it has happened 
at a lot of schools or more schools than you would think because some recruit would 
maybe say, „So, are you going out tonight?‟ I would always say, „I am going out tonight 
and if I see you, then I‟ll see you, but if I don‟t, then I‟ll see you tomorrow.‟ As a hostess, 
I couldn‟t ignore him if I did see him out in the clubbing district of town. I could at least 
say „Hello.‟ It would have been rude not to have said anything at all. Plus, the boys were 
like 17 or 18 years old and if they would see me, they would be excited. You have to 
keep in mind that they don‟t know anybody when they are visiting. If I would have acted 
like I didn‟t know who that boy was, I wouldn‟t have been a good hostess.” 
 “Yes, exactly,” CeCe states. “A good hostess would say in that situation, „Hey, 
how are you doing?‟ „Are you having fun?‟ „I‟ll see you tomorrow bright and early and 
you better be there.‟ Those are the kind of things that the boys understand. They see she‟s 
a professional. Then, there‟s never a line to be crossed. Then, there‟s never a problem. 
Plus, these kids are just boys. And, hostesses who are Sophomores, Juniors and even 
Seniors are not interested in high school boys,” she laughs.    
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CHAPTER 14: The Recruits are Just Kids   
 “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” Leandra chuckles. “Gosh, people do not 
understand that they are kids. There were sometimes when the coaches would want us to 
just be where the boys were to make sure they weren‟t getting drunk. Or, if they were 
drinking that they weren‟t doing it publicly in the club with a drink in their hand, so they 
would get caught.  They wanted us to more patrol things to see what‟s going on.  
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Basically, they wanted us to baby-sit them to make sure they were okay because when 
they would be out with the football boys, those boys would get into a lot of trouble. We 
were supposed to make sure that these recruits weren‟t getting into that trouble and we 
were told that we shouldn‟t be at the hotel where the recruits were staying. But, if 
something happens and we need to take them back to the hotel, like, drop them off, don‟t 
get out of the car.  But, don‟t let the recruit be in danger. If I think back, I think they gave 
us a number that we could call to have a university van come and get them if need be. 
But, of course, we didn‟t ever usually call, but we would try our best to keep them out of 
trouble.” 
 “So, it was your job almost to be like their big sister?,” I ask. 
 “Oh, yeah,” Leandra continues. “Sometimes, those boys were scared. Yes, we did 
go with them arm in arm and we would hold hands, but it was to get them through 
crowds.  I would only hold a recruit‟s hand or be on his arm when he was being jumped 
or swarmed. I remember one time, I took a recruit to a basketball game and I had to 
literally grab his hand and pull him through the crowd because they were all over him.  
When we got ready to leave that game and they saw who he was, people were mauling 
us. I had to grab his hand, like, „C‟mon, here we go.‟ Really, I had to grab his hand and 
walk arm in arm. You would think they like the attention from the fans, but sometimes 
they are scared.  College football fans come on strong.  Those people know who the 
recruits are, they know what the recruit did last night in the high school game. You have 
people that are lined up, coming up from the left and right.  Those boys are not used to 
that on a daily basis. So, sometimes, we will be arm in arm with them because they are 
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scared.  It was not to be, like, „Oh, here‟s this girl on my arm.‟  But, they cling to us 
because they are not comfortable in the situation.”   
 “Think about it. We were with them from when they get to town until when they 
leave.  We would even go to the airport.  We were the first thing that they saw.  So, 
Friday you meet them, and, by Saturday they are like, „Oh, where are you?‟ whenever 
they can‟t find you. If I worked a Friday but came late on a Saturday, they would be like, 
„Where‟ve you been?‟ They really did cling to you. Sometimes it is clinging in the wrong 
way, but nine times out of ten it was because they were scared.  But, sometimes, and I 
don‟t know why it always worked out this way, but they always clung to me, like, 
„You‟re my sister and you have to get me through this.‟ But, yeah, that was the only time 
that I would hold their hand or I would more walk arm in arm with somebody was when 
they were scared. Fans would attack them and I was trying to get them through a crowd, 
because we had somewhere we had to be.  We have a schedule that we‟re supposed to 
follow and we want to let them take that in and see it. Plus, we‟re not supposed to let 
them, I mean, they‟re really not supposed to take pictures during their visits. They‟re 
really not supposed to sign autographs, either.  They‟re not supposed to do any of that 
because it is against the rules.  So, we‟re supposed to prevent them from getting any type 
of violation, so, we have to keep it moving.  We don‟t want to be rude, but at the same 
time „No, you can‟t take that picture with that little boy. I‟m sorry,” Leandra laughs.  
 The ladies are laughing, too. Simone adds, “Yeah, you really are like their big sis 
sometimes if their parents don‟t come or something. Getting any closer than that was not 
accepted and you couldn‟t take them out. But, the football players, it was ok and they 
would actually give them spending money to take the recruits out. But, the 
186 
 
hostess…NO,” she smiles. “That was totally off limits because your job that day was to 
be at the football game to sit with the parents and the recruits. Your job was to make 
them feel comfortable and welcome. If the parents wanted a tour, you gave them a tour. 
But, just one-on-one time with the recruits - that was not accepted. You knew it 
happened, but it was not accepted. Well, I guess it depended on who the recruit was.”  
 I ask, “Can you ladies tell me how you dealt with knowing about the negative  
 
things that went on or the assumptions or stereotypes that people have of hostesses?”  
 
 Immediately, Kallie says, “I had to separate it.  I knew that there were deal 
closers.  And, once the coaches figure it out who those ladies are, they will find a way to 
find them, because the girl is willing.  They knew I wasn‟t going to do anything, so the 
coaches were never like, „Oh, go to the hotel‟ or „Go out with him tonight‟ or anything 
like that.  The worst thing I did was Harry Larson,” she starts laughing, and, the rest of us 
are waiting for the punch line. “It was Harry Larson and Perry Jones, they came and they 
were the only two on their visit - there weren‟t any other recruits.  So, Harry asked if we 
could come to his prom.” The ladies all giggle and I listen intently. “We had to tell him 
that we would come to the prom and prom is in what, April or May?,” she asks us. We all 
are shaking our heads and some of us say, „Yeah.‟ “Well, signing day is in February.  I 
really don‟t think us telling him that we would go to the prom with him made him come 
to Big State. But, the coaches wanted us to sell the dream until February.  I mean, that 
was innocent.  I knew I wasn‟t going to drive fourteen hours to go to a high school prom.  
But, yeah, two of us hostesses said, „Sure, we will go to the prom.” Everyone in the room 
is busting out laughing. 
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 Patricia jokes, “What is it…the Sweet 16?” At this point we are all laughing. But, 
inside I am thinking, Wow, in a way, it seemed kind of cruel. I don‟t say anything, 
though. 
 Kallie continues, “He was this shy little boy and they really wanted him. He had 
already told me that he was going to commit.  He didn‟t commit on his visit but I knew.  I 
would keep secrets.  Like, we‟re not supposed to keep secrets, but, I kept secrets.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 15: Double Agents in Recruiting 
 Leandra adds, “Yes, gosh, I almost forgot about the questionnaires that we were 
supposed to fill out to tell the coaches everything we learned about the recruit.  I knew 
from Day One if a recruit was not going to sign with us. Honestly, I knew from Day One 
after Friday if a boy wasn‟t coming.  Sometimes, a boy would not come more so from a 
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coaching standpoint, because the coaches might make him feel obligated to come to 
Eastern because he grew up thirty miles away.  One recruit told me, “Forget Eastern, I‟m 
going to Northern.”  He had told me that the first day he came on his visit he knew he 
didn‟t want to come to Eastern because the coaches were too pushy. But, I wasn‟t going 
to give him any less of an experience because I knew that. But, he also trusted me 
because he knew I wouldn‟t tell them. And, I can honestly say I never did. If I had told 
the coaches he‟s going to Northern – like I know which hat he was going to pick up on 
signing day – they would have pestered me and the boy for months. I knew everything, 
though.  I even remember the coaches called me to the complex on signing day and were, 
like, „Tell us where so and so is going.‟ I just said, „Look, I really don‟t know, he is still 
up in the air about it.‟  I would think to myself, „Let him have his time, let him have his 
day.  Leave him alone.  You are not really supposed to be calling him anyways since 
Sunday was supposed to be the last contact.  So, just leave him alone.  He doesn‟t want to 
come here. It could‟ve been because we don‟t have a quarterback and he‟s a receiver. It 
really could have been that simple.”   
 Alex speaks up, “Honestly, I never knew all this went on. I never got official 
visits, so, I was just in my own little world. I never got questioned about where a recruit 
was most interested in or anything. But, it sounds like you had a lot of power.” 
 “Oh, yeah, some of us ladies really did,” Leandra responds confidently. 
 Kallie contributes, “Hmmhmm, we had that same questionnaire at Big State and 
we were supposed to answer every question. So, by the end of the visit we were supposed 
to have found out all of the answers for the coaches. But, we weren‟t supposed to be like, 
„So, what other schools are you visiting?‟ But, by the end of the weekend we‟re supposed 
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to know what other schools they‟ve visited, the positives and negatives of those visits to 
those schools, what they thought about our players, our coaching staff, and anything that 
they want to know.”   
 CeCe adds, “Yes, at Western, after every visit, every hostess was required to write 
up about their recruit and the visit. A good hostess – getting back to being a good hostess 
– would ask the questions that we needed to know. „What schools have you been to 
visit?‟ „What do you like about the different school?‟ „What are you looking for?‟ For 
instance, if you have a guy who is like, „I want to go North and play.‟ „North? North of 
Florida or like north to where it is cold?‟ Or, if you have a guy from the West coast who 
is like, „I really like living on the East coast. I want to stay by my family and I don‟t 
really like it here.‟ Those are notes that a hostess can share, so we knew what we‟re 
fighting with. Maybe the recruit doesn‟t want to move out of his home state. It is good to 
know that he doesn‟t want to come to Western and there‟s nothing anybody can do about 
that. But, there are little things that we can do something about. Like, if a recruit says, „I 
don‟t think the coaches come to see me enough‟ or you know „Max Powers was at my 
school last week.‟ Now, that‟s something a good hostess remembers. The hostess needs 
to know enough about football to know, „Oh, Max Powers is our rival‟s head coach.‟ I 
would have needed the hostess to know that. But, there are a lot of young ladies that 
don‟t. That‟s another example of how you are able to weed out the good from the bad 
hostesses real easy,” CeCe nonchalantly adds.  
 “Well, back in my day,” Patricia smiles and all the rest of us follow suit, “we 
didn‟t have a questionnaire. But, we definitely would go back to the coaches and let them 
know everything we learned about the prospect. We were like spies for the coaches. I 
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remember we had to be creative on how we got our information, too. I would get a lot of 
information from the moms because the moms would tell me about all the places her and 
her husband had visited with her son. She would just go on and on about what she liked 
and disliked about each place. By end of the visit, it sometimes was hard to remember 
everything that I had found out and that I knew was going to be important to know when 
recruiting the prospect.”  
 CeCe says, “Well, at Western, the only thing the coaches really wanted to know 
was „Did they disrespect us?‟ The coaching staff wanted to know about their character. 
They already knew their talent.  But, the coaches wanted to know if they said anything 
rude, those types of things.” 
 “Oh, that was not the case at Big State at all. They want those boys to come by 
any means necessary,” Kallie contends. 
 “I feel like I knew my place and my role. I never felt like it was my ultimate job 
to get the recruits to come to Private. If they come to a school because a girl talked to 
them for four hours, well, that‟s just silly,” Alex smirks. Some of the ladies don‟t laugh 
with her. “But, maybe that is just my naivety to think that,” she says, shrugging it off. 
 
 
CHAPTER 16: A Glimpse at Brooke – The “Other” 
 The doorbell rings, “Oh, sweet - that‟s probably the pizza. I ordered for it to come 
at 8:30,” CeCe says as she gets up off the love seat. “Who is ready to eat?,” she smiles. 
 The women are chattering among themselves, but I watch CeCe open the door 
and I see a woman standing at the door. I don‟t think this is the delivery person, I think to 
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myself. Nope, she is definitely not the delivery girl because she‟s not carrying any pizzas. 
The woman is slender and tall, maybe 5‟10. Her skin is tanned a golden bronze and her 
wavy hair is sunkist blonde.  I notice her strappy lavendar high heels to match her Coach 
lavendar purse and bright purple snug blouse.  She reminds me of a beauty pageant queen 
as she walks over to the living room with a sway in her hips. Almost at once, all of the 
other women realize that CeCe is entering the room without the pizzas. CeCe says, “Hey, 
ladies - this is Brooke, for those of you haven‟t met her.”  
  “Heeeey girls,” Brooke introduces herself in a phony voice. The friendliness in 
the atmosphere dissipates. I think to myself, Am I missing something? The women say 
“Hi” in unison in an equally bogus tone and I hear some whispering, but I can‟t quite 
make out what is being said. Wait, I think to myself, this is Brooke – the woman who 
Simone said was a hostess for the wrong reasons.  
 The doorbell rings again and CeCe says, “Ah, now that‟s the pizza!” 
 CeCe goes back to the front door, pays the delivery guy and Patricia notices that 
she needs some help carrying the pizzas to the kitchen. Patricia graciously helps her, and, 
suddenly, the group conversation has died. Alex and Kallie begin talking as do Simone 
and Leandra, leaving Brooke and myself at opposite ends of the room, isolated. I am 
comfortable but Brooke is sitting stiffly upright with her legs crossed and looking around 
the house to occupy her eyes.  Awkwardly, I say to her across the entire living room, “So, 
Brooke, where are you from?” 
 “I am from the area. I actually went to Midwestern with Simone,” she answers. 
 Patricia and CeCe are in the kitchen arranging the pizzas and getting cups, plates 
and drinks ready. I say, “Are you hungry? Let‟s go grab some pizza.” 
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 “Sure,” she says as she lifts herself from the LazyBoy chair. She seems aloof, but 
I wonder if it is because she feels unwelcomed. Why, of all people, am I the one 
welcoming her? I think to myself. 
 Patricia hands both of us a plate, and, as she does, Brooke says, “Oh, thanks, but I 
am just coming to say „Hi‟ quick. I got off work a little late and then got stuck in traffic 
driving home. Thankfully, I took a taxi here, so I didn‟t have to deal with it on the way 
here.” 
 CeCe asks, “Girl, why did you take a taxi? You can stay here as late as you want 
so you won‟t have to worry about traffic.” 
 “Oh, I actually have a date tonight,” she answers pompously.  
 “Tonight? Girlfriend, the night is almost over. Who goes on dates after 9 pm at 
night?” CeCe laughs. Brooke giggles but doesn‟t say anything in return. CeCe continues 
on, “Well, what are your plans?” 
 “I gave him the address here. So, he is going to call me when he is on his way. I 
think we are going to go to Michigan Avenue and just chill.  Maybe hit some clubs after.”  
 “That sounds fun,” Patricia says without emotion and doesn‟t even look up from 
pouring her glass of Crystal Lite.  
 I stand there, just listening, trying to put together all that is happening in this 
moment. CeCe says under her breath, “Well, be safe.” I can‟t stop thinking, This is 
awkward.  
 Brooke grabs a cup and pours herself a glass of Crystal Lite. CeCe hadn‟t told me 
anything about Brooke but it seems that the two know one another. Finally, CeCe says, 
193 
 
“Well, Brooke this is Tanya. She is the one who is here to learn more about the hostess 
experience.”  
 Gosh, I think to myself, how rude that I hadn‟t introduced myself to her yet; I was 
raised better than that. 
 “Oh, hey Tanya,” Her fake voice is really getting on my nerves. I smile at her. 
She makes eye contact for a moment and then says, “Oh, I can feel my phone vibrating in 
my purse.” She shuffles her hand around in her purse, pulls out her IPhone and says 
seductively, “Hey, there.”  
 Wow, really, did she just answer her phone like that?, I think. 
 “Yeah, I‟m here just chatting with the ladies.” She pauses and I can hear a 
muffled voice on the other end. “Oh, you are super close. Okay, well, I will be 
ready…yeah, can‟t wait to see you.” She hangs up and smiles.  CeCe is paying absolutely 
no attention to her. I make eye contact with Patricia and we raise our eyebrows in unison.  
“Well, he is going to be here any minute. I‟m sorry I didn‟t have more time to chat with 
you, but I‟m sure these ladies will cover everything,” she smirks.  
 “Oh, no problem,” I reply. “It was nice meeting you.”  
 “Oh, you, too. And, CeCe, I will maybe see you soon?,” she says as she looks 
through her purse for her lip gloss. 
 “Sounds good and you be good,” CeCe responds sternly. 
 She smiles a devilish smile and as she turns to head to the door says, “Ta-ta.”  
 Ta-ta?! Who says ta-ta? I think as I look at Patricia rolling her eyes. I smile and 
have to hold in my snicker. I look over my shoulder and watch Brooke as she waves and 
says “Bye” to the four ladies who are still in the living room. About ten seconds later as 
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she closes the front door behind her, CeCe‟s home roars in laughter. Simone hoots, “You 
have got to be kiddddiiing me. Wow!” Simone, Alex, Kallie, and Leandra scamper into 
the kitchen giggling like a bunch of middle school girls. “I cannot believe she came,” 
Simone shouts. 
 “Shh…she might be right outside and can still hear you,” CeCe scolds Simone 
only half seriously.  
 “No, the better thing to say is – why did she come?” Patricia jokes. “Was she even 
here 10 minutes?”  
 “No, that was maybe 10 minutes,” CeCe comments as she looks at her watch.  
 “That‟s just unbelievable. She has absolutely no shame,” Simone says. “Some 
schools have had hostess programs for so long and have coaches who know how to keep 
it professional. But, you are always going to have some girls in there who are trashy. You 
are always going to have a few „Brookes‟. Programs are professional but girls like 
Brooke ruin it. Oh, and Brooke, would give the boys what they wanted. Immanuel would 
tell me all the time during undergrad crazy stories about her,” Simone says in disgust. 
 It is silent in the room. For the first time, I noticed the busy Chicago traffic 
outside in the distance. Then, Kallie comes forth with, “Uh-huh, but, you know 
what?…the boys are honest about it. If that‟s what motivates a recruit, well, then, the 
coaches know what kind of character guy they are getting in.  In my opinion, a good 
hostess would be one that can win the family over and sell the university at the same time 
without degrading herself.  And, a bad hostess would be one that…well, for one, they‟re 
not going to give a deal closer to a family. They‟re going to give the deal closer a group 
of boys or to the boy who came up by himself or that brought his cousin and his coach, 
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not the one who brought his mom and his girlfriend.  That‟s not what is going to happen.  
So, they pick which girl goes with which recruit.  They knew which girls would cross the 
line. I‟m not sure they knew who wouldn‟t, but they knew who they could push and who 
not to. That is not random.  We knew ahead of time who we were hosting. We were 
supposed to do our research on them.  We were supposed to know as much as is out there 
about that boy. And, you know who you‟ve been matched up with, and you‟re supposed 
to do your research before Friday or Saturday, whenever they‟re coming.”  
 “Oh, we didn‟t at Private University. The days of football games it was like a 
cattle call. Honestly, it was so hilarious. We would all be standing on the end zone of the 
practice field and the director would randomly pair us with a recruit. So, if you can 
envision fifty ladies standing there waiting to be called, literally - it was right then and 
there. We couldn‟t do any research. As the recruit checked in at the table at about the 25-
yard line, they would walk towards the end zone and we were paired. We had to get to 
know them right then. Looking back, it was really odd,” Alex admits.  
 “That is just terrible that they did that,” CeCe interjects. “That seems really 
unprofessional to me.” 
 “Well, it worked out okay because then we had to take the time to get to know the 
recruit and we treated each and every recruit the same,” Alex defends.  
 I‟m still stuck on the term of “deal closers,” I think in my head. The women gloss 
over that conversation so fast, I didn‟t get a chance until now to ask more about what 
Leandra meant. So, I ask, “Leandra, can you tell me more about this term, „deal closers‟ 
that you mentioned just a bit ago?” 
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 Leandra responds, “Yeah, like we have said, some of the girls join with the 
intention of wanting to recruit people to Eastern. But, some girls do it because they want 
to hook up with football players or hook up with recruits. Everybody knows who they 
are. So, after the year, we would have to reapply. But, it was really that we had to turn in 
another application and we didn‟t have to do the group interview. But, we had to do the 
individual interviews. And, then, it seems they‟d always find a way to fire the deal 
closers or not offer it to them again. Once you‟re in, it doesn‟t mean that you‟re in 
forever – just for that year. Some ladies forget this.” 
   I ask, “So, does everyone call them deal closers?”  
 
 “Yeah, we call them deal closers.” Unashamed, Leandra laughs. 
 
 “But, how do you find out about the deal closers?,” I question her.  
 “Oh, the boys talk,” she answers without pausing. 
  
 “Do they ever…” one of the ladies says and laughs, but I was so focused on  
 
Leandra I couldn‟t make out who said it.  
 
 I am confused about what exactly she means by this and I am wanting her to say  
 
more: “The boys talk?” 
 
 Without uncertainty she answers, “The boys are young; they‟re still in high 
school. They talk. They are going to say something if anything happens. They are going 
to talk if they got a college girl in the sack.”  
 CeCe has not said a lot up until now and she finally contributes, “Typically, if you 
put up a professional wall, it is not going to be crossed. That‟s why I believe in the 
professional clothing and that‟s why I believe in the heels, your face be made up and you 
look like you‟re at work. I‟m all about that. You know, if you come looking like you or 
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smell like a pint of vodka and your hair is all over your face and your make-up is still 
looking like it is from last night and you have an X on your hand, then, the recruit is like, 
„Oh, sheeeshh, she looks like she is going be lots of fun.‟ In a situation like that, how 
offended can you be if he says something crazy or off the wall like „Do you want to go 
and get drunk tonight?‟ Then, you can‟t be like, „Ah, I don‟t drink.‟ Well, of course you 
do. You smell like whiskey, girl. That‟s a bad hostess. There is a level of professionalism 
that you have to have about yourself. I have that, so, I don‟t feel like I‟ve been 
disrespected or I‟ve had any problems at all. You form that relationship, you have that 
relationship with your recruits and you don‟t cross the line. Typically, ah, like I said, 
those things that happened …a bad hostess would do that…that makes it very 
uncomfortable for the young lady on the following Sunday. So, each girl has to pick and 
choose her poison there. It is so much better if you don‟t do it. He will, maybe, be a 
student in a few months. That‟s always how I approached it. He will be a student and he 
is 17 or 18 and you‟re at least 19 or 20. I believe in running a clean, smooth program.”  
 Ah, I think to myself, So, CeCe recognized that unprofessional things happened at 
her program. I wonder how much she knew that went on behind close doors but was 
helping to mask the truth. Or, was she herself not ready – not wanting to face some of the 
things going on behind closed doors even within her program? 
 Simone says, “We got called groupies, we got called whores and it all was 
because of the few girls that were deal closers – those girls who slept with the football 
players. We got called a lot of names, but I feel like the only thing that protected me from 
that label was that people knew and other athletes knew that I was Immanuel‟s girlfriend 
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before I became a hostess. So, if it weren‟t for that, they would‟ve labeled me the same 
way.” 
 Kallie adds to Simone‟s point, “Yeah, you have to think about it – hostesses are 
still college students. You have a fifty-person team and maybe some of the girls are 
second-guessing why they are part of the program. Also, think about…whenever you 
have a bunch of women together, there is bound to be some type of drama. There are 
going to be cliques and cat fights.” All the ladies laugh. “Let alone having twenty-five to 
fifty women – not everyone is going to get along. The morale – it is easy for the group 
morale to fall. A hostess may think to herself,  „Oh, my gosh, am I doing this because I 
am a groupie?‟ or „Should I have not been talking to the recruit the other day?‟ No, you 
should have – that‟s what we do. Then, you start second-guessing yourself. There are a 
lot of negative ideas about what the program did, so we had to fight the stereotypes.” 
 Leandra says, “Our athletic department basically had the most funds, probably like 
most schools, over all other organizations on campus. So, when you walked on campus 
with that shirt or with that jacket or that badge, you felt like you were doing something 
big. I think it probably bothered most of us girls to have the negative stereotypes, but, for 
the most part, there was another picture or perception behind it. I know some people 
thought we were really lucky. Plus, two hundred to three hundred girls may apply on any 
give year – and we were chosen.  We were proud to be chosen and had to forget the 
stereotypes.” 
 “Yeah, I know people assumed that we all slept with football players. But, they 
were also jealous of us. We were pretty and popular. But, as far as guys that you are 
dating, they definitely don‟t like it. Boyfriends are usually not fans of hostess programs. 
199 
 
It makes sense why they‟re not,” she giggles. “They aren‟t fans because they don‟t 
understand what you‟re doing. The football guys who have dated some of the hostesses 
understood because they had been on visits before, so they knew it was not what 
everybody thinks and it is professional. Other guys would be like, „Oh, you work for the 
football players.‟ They don‟t know why we are on the field on game days. They just see 
us with guys, so naturally, they don‟t really like it,” Leandra states confidently and 
nonchalantly.  
 CeCe begins, “I think when it hit national mainstream media, that‟s when it 
started to be an issue. That‟s when people started to pay attention to who was sleeping 
with who because, before then, it didn‟t matter. Nobody had any idea that it happened 
because we weren‟t looking for that kind of thing. We weren‟t looking for the 
awkwardness, we weren‟t looking for „Are they too close?‟ We weren‟t looking for those 
things before the incident at Colorado became national news. The Colorado incident 
made a big difference and negatively impacted the perceptions of hostess programs in 
general. I remember that we used to have parents call about their daughters‟ involvement 
in the program and what their daughters will be expected to do because their daughter 
wants to be a part of this program. Whereas before Colorado and all of the media 
attention that lawsuit received, I don‟t think that was really an issue at all. Of course, 
after that, we did have some girls and parents who did not feel comfortable with the 
program after the Colorado case broke out.  But, we had to move forward.” 
 “Yeah, we never talked much amongst ourselves the stereotypes. But, we all 
knew they were there. It was just a given. You deal with and know who you are. People 
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are always going to make judgments, but you have to know what you stand for and not let 
anyone else define that.” Leandra is confident – I admire her for that, I think to myself.  
 Kallie adds, “Yeah, the negative connotations of being a hostess were difficult to 
deal with because as a young lady you don‟t want others to think you are a whore or a 
slut.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 17: The Perks in Being a Hostess 
 Alex adds, “Plus, I think a lot of people overlook the benefits to the young 
women. I learned how to compose and conduct myself in a setting where I did not know 
everyone and when I wasn‟t exactly sure what to say. Think about it – you have to be 
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able to sit down at a table and have a meal with a family that you don‟t even know. Then, 
you have to hold conversation with them for three hours at a football game. It can be 
intimidating because you are in this environment where parents are looking to you for 
answers and information, and guys – they are big guys.  On top of that, you don‟t want to 
let down the coaches and really want the recruit to come to the school. It is a little 
frustrating because, for some people, the negative is quick to come to mind. I‟ve heard it 
all – the programs are sexist, the women are used as tools to recruit guys. But, honestly, 
for me, anyways, the positives far outweigh the negatives.”  
 Simone adds, “Yeah, it is fun and there are a lot of benefits. I found it fun to meet 
new people. I am outgoing, though, so I just loved meeting new people and sharing the 
university with them. I loved to see their faces when the players ran out on the field right 
before kickoff on game day. I loved it when they saw it for the first time. That‟s my 
favorite thing about when I was hostess. Every game, I could see somebody‟s face light 
up and their eyes got real big and their jaw drops. My heart sped up every time when I 
saw it. So, I knew when a recruit saw it he was going to love it. I would say, „You are 
going to love this. I promise, this is going to be the best thing you‟ve ever seen.‟ And, 
when that recruit says, „That was the best thing I‟ve ever seen‟ or „The best I‟ve ever felt 
about a school‟ they can‟t take that from us. And, no other school or no other hostess or 
no other recruiting program can take that experience that recruit had. I loved knowing 
that the recruit had a good experience. And, there was something that I showed them that 
was different.” 
“It looks great on your resume,” Kallie admits. “I can honestly say that I have put 
it on my job resumes. Most of the time, when I interviewed with companies or people, 
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they were impressed. They saw me as a person that could get along with other people and 
talk with a lot of people. That is one of the things that I believe companies and people are 
impressed by - I can talk to anybody without any hesitation. I did that all throughout 
college. Plus, the coaches would always be a reference if you needed one as long as you 
were in good standing with the university.” I recall how I was told that if a woman could 
make her way working with coaches in collegiate football, she could work anywhere. 
Alex chimes in, “I loved the great seats!,” and laughs.  
“Oh, yeah, I have never had that good of seats since I graduated college,” Leandra 
comments with a smile. 
“For me, it was a feeling of family amongst the coaches, coaching staff, the 
recruiting office. That was such a benefit for me. I felt that I had a purpose on the campus 
and that I mattered,” CeCe adds. 
 “Yeah, we made someone‟s visit to campus worthwhile and they had fun, too. We 
got to eat at a fancy restaurant on a regular basis as a college student. Plus, our job wasn‟t 
work all the time. It was easy and I enjoyed it. Also, I felt like – now this is me 
personally,” Simone pauses for a second, “when I put on my hostess uniform I didn‟t feel 
like I was just doing it for the mom or the recruit. I felt like I was representing Immanuel 
at the time - I was doing something for him and his team. Now, I know that some people 
would say, „Well, how do you know that?‟ and people maybe said, I look like a groupie. 
But, in actuality, I knew that our relationship was really strong. So, I was confident that I 
wasn‟t just riding his coattails. It made me proud to represent something that we both 
were a part of.  I wanted to share in his experience with him and it was a great way of 
doing something together. I loved it.” Simone is smiling sincerely.  
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 She sure is pretty, I think to myself.  
Kallie looks hesitant, but speaks anyway, “To be honest, and I know it may sound 
vain, but it was cool that I got to know guys who are playing in the NFL now. I can say „I 
recruited Luke Little. I know him.‟ When he scores for the NFL team, I say „I know him.‟ 
I can say that because I was part of that recruiting team. Or, when I am sitting at home 
and watching a game on the television, I can say, „I know him because I helped him to 
make a decision in college. I helped him to make a decision that changed his life.‟ Even if 
I am watching somebody who didn‟t come, I can say, „I knew him. He was a buster and 
he didn‟t come.‟ But, that guy would know me, too, because I made a difference. I 
showed him around campus and maybe said something that helped him make the best 
decision for him and his future.” 
Leandra says, “I don‟t think that is vain. I do the same thing. I think one of the 
benefits was being able to be part of the recruitment process and being an integral role in 
helping a recruit choose where to go to school. Plus, since I was a part of their recruiting 
visit, I could watch them as they grow and cheer them on when they do well. You cannot 
explain that. That‟s a benefit – being able to share that with somebody. To watch a boy 
come in for his visit who is shy and quiet and to watch him evolve over time. It makes me 
proud. And, I can say that I was a part of that.” 
The value the women place on their role in recruiting is evident. They matter and 
they know it, I think to myself. “It was fun,” Simone smiles. “I would say the worst part 
was walking in the heels all day, because it was positive. I even had fun when I was the 
one driving the van around and had all the men with me. Coaches are coming and going 
when it comes to college football. So, I remember one year, some of the coaches didn‟t 
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know where they were going. So, I just drove them around. They would be hitting the 
back of the van with their hand just to mess with me.  But, they didn‟t know their way 
around. So, they reached out to me. So, I get what CeCe is saying about the sense of 
family.  Even the coaches kind of clung to us. Coach would have me making the 
presentations for the parents because I am a good public speaker and I am smart. I got 
into Ivy League schools, but I chose to go to Midwestern because I couldn‟t see myself 
anywhere else. So, the coaches were like „You need to tell the parents that – they will like 
that.‟ So, they would have this big projector set up and I had my PowerPoint going and I 
would be speaking to the families. That didn‟t happen for the other girls. But, they knew 
I‟d do a good job. I was like „I will do it because you are not asking me to go to the 
hotel,” she chuckles.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 18: It is Not the Recruits That You Have to Worry About 
“Yeah, there can be positives for the sense of family. But, sometimes,” Leandra 
looks down and pauses, “sometimes, the most uncomfortable part of being a hostess is 
having to deal with the coaches.” 
“What do you mean?” CeCe asks.  
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“Well, my only negative experience didn‟t come from any player.  It came from a 
couple of coaches,” Leandra responds.  
I ask, “Would you mind sharing?” This really sparks my interest; and I‟m 
reminded of my experiences observing an official visit months ago and being hit on by 
the coach.  
“Ah, I can share,” Leandra mutters. “It was from the coaches…” She stops and 
we all are looking intently at her, waiting to hear what she will say next. “They, they 
would just try you.” I look around the room and see that some of the other women are 
shaking their heads up and down. Leandra continues, “They think they have this money 
and they would be like “Could I take you out to dinner? Can I?” Honestly, they would 
keep asking, and, they were persistent about it.  I really wanted to say, “Get away from 
me, you old man.”  But, the thing is - some of the girls would go.  It wasn‟t just one 
coach – a few different coaches tried me.  It was really uncomfortable and strange.  I 
would not even want recruits that would be with that coach, because I knew that when I 
was waiting on that recruit in the hallway or something, that the coach would be with 
him, too. So, when I was waiting on the recruit to come from somewhere and it was just 
me and him waiting, I‟d be so weirded out.” She pauses again. I look around the room 
and all of us are leaning in intently listening to Leandra. She takes a breath, and 
continues, “I mean, that was my only negative experience – it was from the coaches. I 
never had a negative experience that I couldn‟t handle from the players, because they 
wouldn‟t be that aggressive; they were just scared boys.  They think I‟m a bitch, - „Oh, 
she‟s mean.‟  They knew I was never going to go back to the hotel with them. That was 
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never an issue. But, the coaches - some of the coaches – they‟re really something,” she 
sighs and shakes her head. We are all still silent, simply listening.   
“Nobody ever tells them „no‟. It was uncomfortable. They would rub on you and 
be like „Hey, how are you doing?‟ They would be rubbing just all down your back and 
you‟d be like, „Ok, stop already.‟ Or, „We didn‟t have to hug first off. I gave you the one 
arm hug for a reason.  That didn‟t mean linger and rub on my back.  There was just a lot 
of weird stuff like that going on with the coaches all the time.” I think Leandra is brave 
for sharing this. 
I say, “I‟m sorry.” I can‟t help but say, “I‟m sorry” out loud again.  I hear other 
women concurring, but I never take my eyes off Leandra. I want her to know that I am 
right there with her, not judging, just supporting.  
She continues, “It is sad. They‟re around you more than they‟re around their 
families. They‟re in the facility more than they‟re around their families.  I get it, but at the 
same time, „You‟re married, you have children. There‟s nothing that I‟m going to do with 
you behind your wife‟s back.  I would have to look at her on game day.‟  The two of us 
women would be standing beside each other on game day and you think I‟d be okay with 
that? It is unbelievable. I wanted to say, „Is that all you think of me…let alone your 
wife?‟ „You want me to be playing with your kids on game day? You‟re nuts.‟ 
During the silence, I think about the culture and say to myself, Dean works in on 
a daily basis. Is this the norm? Has he become numb to it? I had heard stories like this go 
on; it is easier for me not to think about it. In my own moments of insecurity after hearing 
a story such as this, I have to trust that Dean is different. I know coaches spend a lot of 
hours working at the complex and I just trust he‟s working.  
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 Patricia breaks the seriousness, “Ah, awkward.” We all chuckle.   
 
 Leandra is smiling. It is good to see her smile. She continues, “I think about stuff 
like that. But, some girls – like I said, they‟re with those girls more than they are their 
wives.” 
 “That‟s so sad,” Alex utters under her breath. 
 “Yeah, it is,” she answers. “I never went but some coaches had parties. Not 
everyone was invited, but I got invited. I was just like, “I don‟t think that‟s going to 
happen.‟ She is smiling. „I‟m not stupid. You are going to be drinking, so, no way. Nah, 
I‟ll pass,” she smiles. 
 All of the women smile. Patricia says, “You‟re smart.” 
 Leandra chuckles, “I don‟t know if I‟m smart, but I sure am not stupid.” 
 I can‟t help to laugh and think to myself, She is a strong young woman. CeCe 
sympathetically murmurs, “I‟m so so sorry you experienced that. I can‟t believe that. I 
wish I could‟ve been at Eastern to be some support for you. I would‟ve taken care of 
you.”  
 “Ah, that‟s okay. It wasn‟t that big of a deal. Just something that stuck out for 
me.” I wonder to myself, If it really wasn‟t a big deal or if she just came to expect it. 
Clearly, it is something that she remembers vividly. Maybe the media needs to be more 
worried about coaches than recruits? Maybe the recruits are just repeating the behavior 
that they see their coaches modeling? 
 Patricia tries to lighten the mood, “Well, I guess my negative experience of rain 
was nothing compared to yours,” she jokes.  She makes us laugh. I‟m thankful for her 
lighthearted spirit. “Gals, you know that you hated it when it rained!” Everyone is 
208 
 
laughing. “Rain is always bad. And, raincoats wouldn‟t even work because you are just 
sitting there in the rain, you‟re not standing. Then, the water from the girl in front of you 
is dripping on you and the water from the girl in back of you is dripping on you. Your 
recruit is dripping on you. You needed like a gortex jacket or something,” she laughs at 
her own story.  
 “Yeah. Then, you just look a mess,” Simone snickers. We are all laughing, but it 
seems like CeCe is still reflecting on Leandra‟s experience.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 19: Gaining Confidence and Strength Through Experiences of Hostessing  
 CeCe contributes, “In all seriousness, I think, as a hostess, you are going to have 
situations that challenge you, make you stronger and more confident. Gosh, I have a 
really memorable experience; it wasn‟t one of my happiest experiences, but it was 
interesting. I had a recruit and his family when we were playing our rival university, the 
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Eagles. We went to the game and were sitting in our Western State recruiting section. 
Well, Western‟s colors are maroon and gold not blue and red.  The father and brother had 
on red and blue, which I saw; two of them had on red and blue. As a captain, I saw that...I 
saw that.  We couldn‟t have people in our section supporting the opposing team in our 
recruiting section. We just didn‟t allow that. If you want to go to games at their home 
stadium, you can do that. But, our guys, our coaches, are recruiting the prospects in this 
section.”  
 “Anyways, I had a clipboard. I would jot things down, and be like „No, no, no, no, 
no‟, „She‟s doing this, she is doing that, so and so took her shoes off,‟ that kind of stuff. 
I‟m just jotting things down – the young lady‟s name, the guy‟s name. I can‟t recall 
exactly, but I think our rival scored and the family was calm at first. Then, they scored 
again and the entire family all jumped up, shouting and cheering. I was thinking, „I have 
other recruits here. That‟s not fair to them and that‟s not fair to my hostesses and that‟s 
not fair to me. You‟re ruining the game for us right now.‟ 
  So, I turn around and the father just starts cursing me out. He‟s like, „I see you 
keep fucking looking at me. I don‟t give a damn. I‟m an Eagle guy through and through.‟ 
I‟m just like, „Whoa, well, you can leave our section.‟ I‟m thinking „Take a minute, don‟t 
get angry and heated.‟ I‟m up in the front row and he‟s probably on the fourth. So, he is 
yelling over a couple of rows. There‟s families, parents, children. I kept thinking, „Okay, 
be calm.‟ I‟m calm and my recruit is like, „Is he yelling at you?‟ „Yeah, he is yelling at 
me.‟” 
 “Long story short, I had him kicked out of the section. Now, that was the hardest 
thing I had to do as a hostess, because I didn‟t want to do that in front of other recruits. 
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But, I think it did help that they knew we were invested in Western. Yes, we are actually 
passionate about Western. I was proud of myself because I never did curse back at him. I 
was just thinking, „Well, goodness.‟ The advisor and I kicked him out and he wouldn‟t 
stop cursing either. He was just an angry, angry man. Of course, we stopped recruiting 
his son. That night, I went to our recruiting coordinator and told him, „Stop sending him 
letters, stop wasting your time. Don‟t go to see him. They‟re not coming to Western and 
we wouldn‟t want him, anyways.‟” 
 “Yeah, who would?,” Patricia laughs. 
 “Think about it, though,” CeCe encourages the women, “How many college-aged 
women have to deal with a situation like that?” 
 “Not many – I can tell you that. I don‟t think I ever handled something like that as 
a 20- or 21-year-old,” I contribute. 
 “Me, neither,” Alex laughs. 
 Patricia chimes in, “I was much too protected by the coaches to ever have an 
experience like that. Thank goodness; I probably would have never kept my cool like you 
did at that young of an age, Sweetie. In fact, I don‟t know if I even could now,” Patricia 
yawns. She pauses and says, “Oh my, it is getting late. It is past my bedtime,” she 
giggles. “But, anyways, yeah, I don‟t know if I could even do it now. Unfortunately, I 
have to come off hard. There‟s just things I have to do to be respected,” she lectures to us 
younger ladies. “It happens all of the time – literally, all of the time – I will be in a 
meeting and if I‟m tough about something and don‟t want to budge my opinion, the 
people in the meeting will say, „Oh, Patricia is just being a bitch.‟ No joke-they will even 
say this out loud and kid me about it. A male co-worker can say the exact same thing I 
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say and it is fine because he is a „man.‟ It is crazy, gals, absolutely crazy,” Patricia says 
as she shakes her head in disappointment.  
 Leandra laughs, “Well, I am not only a woman but I am a Black woman trying to 
pave my way in chemistry. Talk about a double whammy. There are so many times when 
people are shocked that I am smart – I can see it on their faces.” 
 CeCe says, “I have experienced that, too. It is so hard for females to get their feet 
in the door in any career that is outside the „norm‟ or the „helping profession.‟ Then, once 
you do get your first break, you have to be able to back it up and it is twice as hard for 
Black women. I always feel like I have to help my fellow females out especially Black 
females, in their professional lives.” 
 Patricia is nodding her head proudly, “Just today, I was telling my intern - now, 
this girl is attractive and young and smart – but, I said to her, „Listen, it is great that you 
are female in Athletics making your way. But, you have to work extra hard. You need to 
have people take you seriously. And, this is a very male-dominated world in Athletics. 
Honestly, I don‟t think females who are cute and nice are always taken seriously. I told 
her, „ You have to be a bitch sometimes, you just have to.‟”  
 “It has always worked for me,” CeCe jokes. All of the ladies laugh, including 
myself. I have laughed a lot tonight, I think to myself. 
 Patricia adds, “I hate the stigma that if a woman is assertive, she is bitchy, though. 
It really aggravates me. But, in Athletics especially, if you are nice, that is going to get 
you nowhere. But, a man, now, if he is assertive, he is just a „go-getter.‟ A woman 
climbing the professional ladder, though – everybody is asking themselves who she slept 
with to get the position. That is just how it is, though, and how the world works. We can 
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cry about it, or, we can succeed despite it.” I nod my head, as do the other women. “Well, 
ladies, I am getting so tired and need to get my beauty rest,” she smiles.  
 “Yeah, me, too,” Simone follows. All of the women begin to get on the edge of 
their seats following Patricia‟s lead. “Thanks so much for having us, CeCe,” Simone 
grins. “I had fun.”  
 “Yes, it was a lot of fun,” Kallie adds. “And, thanks, Tanya, for doing this. This is 
cool that you‟re doing this,” she says as she walks towards me giving me a hug. “It was 
great to meet you.” 
 “Yes, you, too. Thanks so much for sharing your experience,” I respond. 
 “Of course, anytime.” As she says this, I realize that the ladies have gathered 
around me to give me a hug goodbye. “How sweet!” I think to myself. I give them all 
hugs and cordial goodbyes one-by-one and feel like I‟m right where I‟m meant to be. The 
ladies grab their winter coats and purses out of CeCe‟s spare bedroom. As they are 
gathered in the doorway, CeCe says, “Oh, yeah, I will email you all Tanya‟s email 
address in case there are more questions you have for her or that she has for you. Is that 
okay, Tanya?”  
 Without skipping a beat, I say, “Of course, that is perfect.” Once again, leave it to 
CeCe to keep everything in order, I think to myself. The ladies shuffle out of the red front 
door, and, in an instant they are gone. CeCe‟s home is suddenly quiet. As CeCe walks 
over from the foyer area to the couches in the living room, she sighs, “Oh, what a night. I 
am tired. You have to be exhausted, too – you drove all day.”  
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 “Oh, not too bad,” I reply. I probably should be tired, but I am so stimulated from 
all of the information that I have taken in tonight that I haven‟t had a moment to think 
about being tired. 
 “I hope you learned a lot from our conversation and stories.” 
 “Yes, I definitely did. I can‟t thank you enough for helping me out with this,” I 
appreciatively express.  
 “It is the least I could do, and, I wanted to,” she yawns. I can tell she is tired. 
 “CeCe, please don‟t feel you have to stay up and entertain me. I should probably 
go to bed myself, so that I can get up early in the morning and drive home to Wisconsin.” 
 “Are you sure? I don‟t want to be a bad host,” she questions. 
 “Of course, I‟m sure. You have been more than a wonderful hostess,” I smile. 
 “I have had a lot of training,” CeCe giggles. I laugh, too. “Okay, well if it is all 
right with you, I am going to go to bed. I am exhausted from a busy week and I have a 
cycling class at 9 am tomorrow morning.” CeCe gets up from the couch and walks 
toward the foyer. A bathroom and the spare bedroom are on either side of the hallway.  
“Make yourself at home.” She steps into the bathroom for a second. “I put a hand towel 
and a towel on the countertop. If you need anything – toothpaste, face wash, shampoo – 
feel free to look in the drawer or cabinet. Any and everything you would need is there.”  
 “Great, thanks, CeCe,” I respond as she walks toward me. CeCe gives me a big 
hug, and, as she does, she says, “Thanks for doing this. I hope everything works out with 
this.”  
 “No, thank you. It is going to be great.”  
 “I‟m glad. Well, good night.  I will see you in the morning.” 
214 
 
 “Sounds good. Good night,” I say as I walk towards the spare bedroom. I lay 
down on the fluffy black comforter and rest my head on the bright red, blue and green 
throw pillows.  The fancy beadwork is rough on my neck, so I toss them to the floor. I 
really am tired, I think to myself. My phone rings – it is Dean.  
 “Hey love.” 
 “Hi, I answer.” 
 “I‟m just calling to say goodnight and that I hope everything went well.” 
 “It really did…” 
 “Ok, well, I‟m getting ready for bed. I love you.” 
 “I love you, too,” I respond. I question to myself, That‟s it?  
 “Goodnight. I will call you tomorrow.” 
 “Ok, goodnight, dear,” I sigh. As I put the phone down, I realize it was just 
another brief conversation – a formality, a routine more than anything. I grab my Adidas 
athletic bag and rummage through it looking for my pjs. As I put them on, I think, Ah, 
finally some comfy clothes. I get under the covers and lay my head down – I never go to 
bed without washing my face and brushing my teeth, but tonight, I‟m tired. I‟m so tired I 
fall deep asleep without much contemplation – I love to analyze and contemplate, but not 
tonight.  
CHAPTER 20: What Do I Do Now with the Story? 
 The next morning I awake to rustling in the kitchen. I lift my head from the pillow 
to look at the clock on the cedar nightstand. “Oh wow, it is already 8 am,” I think aloud. I 
get up and carefully make the bed. Then, I peak my head out the door across the living 
room and into the kitchen. “Good morning, CeCe,” I smile. 
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 “Good morning, sleepy head,” she laughs. “I have some fruit and cereals laid out 
for you here, if you would like.” 
 I drag my feet to the kitchen and sit on one of the stools on the island; I‟ve never 
been much of a morning person. CeCe has everything laid out on the island for me. “Just 
help yourself,” she says.  I oblige and grab the box of Cheerios and pour it into one of her 
William and Sonoma white bowls.  
 “Thanks, CeCe. This is great – I love Cheerios with lots and lots of sugar,” I 
smirk. 
 “Well, it is a good thing I have sugar,” she replies as she grabs the container of 
sugar from the edge of the countertop and places it within my reach. “Did you sleep 
well?,” she asks. 
 “Yes, I can‟t believe it – I was out like a light.” 
 “Me, too, girlfriend. I slept like a rock,” she smiles. “So, what are you thinking 
about everything that happened last night?,” she asks. 
 “I haven‟t even taken the time to digest it all quite yet,” I admit. 
 “That‟s understandable. It was a lot to take in. I think it is important to know that 
it is hard to have a large group of women who are unified. There‟s always some 
dissension and disagreements. No hostess group, and, definitely, all groups across the 
country are ever going to be unified; I don‟t think it ever will be with a group of women 
who have so many different interests. Hostess groups are supposed to be recruiting 
champions. And, to recruit champions, you have to meet a lot of different needs. With so 
many types of women, there are so many different values and perspective. Some women 
were more willing to do things other women weren‟t.  Some ladies were like, „I don‟t 
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want to be associated with her‟ or „I‟m not talking to her.‟  I have to admit that I didn‟t 
even know everybody‟s name. I should have, but I didn‟t possibly have time to get to 
know everybody and everyone‟s name.”  
 “Plus, there was dissension amongst the girls, because, well, „You were talking to 
my boyfriend.‟ There were girl problems – a lot of girls.  I mean, there were boys, too, 
but they never host anybody.  They did the hard work like putting out chairs and signs for 
the weekend. But, there are going to be so many different experiences that the women 
had, depending on where they went to school and who they hosted. There can‟t possibly 
be just one story.”  
 “That‟s what I‟m learning,” I say as I finish my last bite of cereal with five spoonful 
of sugar on it. “I think more stories need to be heard. I‟m going to do my best to help tell 
these stories.” 
 “Good,” CeCe responds. “Well, I‟m going to grab my workout clothes and get 
ready for this cycling class. Do you need anything else?”  
 “No, I‟m going to jump into the shower and be on my way, too,” I say, as I place 
my bowl into the sink.  
 After a quick shower, I put on my sweatpants and comfy Wisconsin hoodie rather 
than my more fashionable clothing – I‟m going for comfort today. I brush my hair and 
put it into a ponytail and then brush my teeth quickly. I get the sense CeCe is waiting on 
me to leave for her cycling class.  As soon as my teeth are brushed, I collect all my 
belongings and make sure I have everything in my Adidas bag. Whew, I think that is 
everything, I say to myself.  
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 I step out of the bedroom and see CeCe sitting on the living room leather couch. 
“Sorry if I am keeping you,” I apologize. 
 “No, you are fine. I have plenty of time,” she responds. 
 “Ok, well, I think I have everything. If not, I probably don‟t need it,” I joke. 
 “Well, I can always send it to you.” 
 I smile, “CeCe, this has been great. Thank you so much!” 
 “You‟re welcome – but stop thanking me,” she laughs. “All I ask is that you send 
me your dissertation when you‟re done,” she states. 
 “Definitely. I would love for you to read it,” I respond. 
 “Well, good. Give me a hug,” she says as she reaches towards me and gives me one 
big hug. “Let me know if you need anything else, too.”  
 “I will,” I say, as the two of us walk towards her red front door. We shuffle down 
the sidewalk and CeCe opens the gate on the fence to let me out first. 
 “All right – drive safe home, Tanya.”  
 “I plan to,” I smile as I open the car door to my Yellow Bomber. 
 “You better! Bye bye.” 
 I place my things in the car and lean back out of the car door to say, “Thanks, CeCe 
– Bye bye!”  
 I smile as I sit down in the driver‟s seat of my car, turn on the ignition, and put the 
pedal to the medal to begin my trek home to central Wisconsin. As I drive, my mind 
begins to process; I begin to think more about all that had happened last night. How will I 
ever be able to sufficiently tell their stories?   
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 As I begin to contemplate, two things come to my mind immediately: (a) I never 
imagined before meeting these women, that they would be women I could see myself 
befriending. Numerous times throughout the evening, I realized how much I enjoyed their 
company, their insight and their reflections. Even more so, they made me laugh and smile 
– I truly enjoyed their company. I now know why they were wonderful hostesses; and (b) 
I would have never imagined that race played a momentous factor, not only in the pairing 
of hostesses to recruits, but in the women‟s experiences. I was reminded that for the 
critic, who at one time would have been me, it would appear that the women‟s 
feminization and objectification is the principal concern. However, the racism pervading 
these women‟s experience was inescapable – it surfaced in nearly every conversation in 
one facet or another. Going in, I had no idea that the majority of the women‟s major 
consternation would center on their experience of overt and covert racism – I would not 
have guessed that.  Moreover, if someone would have told me a year ago that my biggest 
critique of hostess programs would have been the pervasive racism existing in the 
programs, I would have thought to myself, No way! Only after I unleashed my inner critic 
- so that I could understand – could I then see what it was that I did not know.  
  I think and reflect as I drive and then it also strikes me as odd that so much talk 
was about the other women and how they presented themselves. The cliques and opinions 
that women held of other women was not something I imagined being so emotionally 
charged going into our time together. A year ago when I began this dissertation quest, I 
was concerned about sport hostesses‟ experiences of working for and under men; now, I 
have learned they were just as concerned, if not more concerned, about their relationships 
with other women and how other women were representing their hostess program. 
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Reflecting, it appears that the women thought it impossible for a group of women to ever 
have a unified front – they would always be fighting. It reminds me of reading about how 
women continually fight over men, jobs, and lifestyles in the book, Tripping the Prom 
Queen by Shapiro-Barash (2006). Women are socialized to be jealous of other women 
and the pursuit of female solidarity could never be a reality in our society today 
according to Shapiro-Barash (2006). For years, there have been women who have come 
to the conclusion that this is just how the world works. We are socialized to believe this; 
so, it comes as no surprise that the hostesses revealed this same sentiment to me. This 
reminded me that sport hostesses help co-create the culture of football alongside the men 
in the culture. Sport hostesses make decisions and walk moral lines of their own 
choosing. I do not want to take that choice away from them, just as I did not appreciate 
Mr. Brown taking my choice away from me when I sat in his office and he told me there 
was no way I could continue on with this project.  
 Even so, as I drive and get lost in my own thoughts, I think about how I feel that the 
hostess are not appreciated for the work they do. There are contradictions everywhere in 
these women‟s experiences as well as my perceptions and beliefs about their experiences 
and how they relate to my own. For instance, even CeCe told me that the male hostesses 
do the “hard work”. I overheard Alex saying to Simone that at one point that she felt she 
was always tagging along with the men who were leading the  recruiting weekends. It 
seems football allows women a limited role, a secondary, yet still integral role.  I 
wondered to myself, How did the women of some programs not get paid for their work? 
Even the $6.55 is a joke!? 
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 Even so, the hostesses wanted to be involved. They made the choice and committed 
to being a hostess. I contemplate how sport hostesses are actively recruited, have to apply 
to be selected, often identify themselves as “hostesses”, have a sense of purpose and 
belonging when they join, and are provided with explicit rules for behavior. At the same 
time, they also have the capacity to give up their membership (Hoskins, 2002). Going 
into the study, I believed that sport hostesses wanted to belong to the community of 
football and value their membership and contributions to Division I collegiate football 
recruiting. I argued that there are certain kinds of clubs and affiliations with which 
women consciously and unconsciously choose to align; sport hostesses consciously and 
deliberately seek to identify as a “college football recruiting hostess.” Sport hostesses 
“reside” in the male spectator, a culture encouraging women to be bearers of the gaze, to 
be subjects; women are looked at for their physical appearance (Hoskins, 2002). For this 
reason, in the context of collegiate football recruiting, I believe sport hostesses are 
regarded by and rewarded for their physically feminized female selves; this is what I 
originally opposed, not the football hostesses themselves. Yet, this is something that the 
women take pride in, their unity as pretty girls. The women take much pride in their 
physical appearance. Who doesn‟t, I think to myself. I do, too. 
 Each of us makes conscious decisions about how we want to portray ourselves to 
the world and whom we identify with and against. But, sometimes, even these boundaries 
are not clear. I had the pleasure of sharing but a glimpse of time with these women. The 
depictions that the media give us of sport hostesses are not always the “whole” story – I 
think as I drive and, there is never just one story. One story constructs stereotypes; the 
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trouble with stereotypes is not that they are fictitious but that they are incomplete. 
Stereotypes allow for one story to become the only narrative (Adichie, 2009).  
 I took myself back to the story someone told me as I began this work and I 
journaled my recollection of the story and it goes like this.  It is a tale of a prospect 
falling in love with a hostess during his recruiting visit. The young man was smitten. He 
chose to go to her school to play football and be “her man”. Months later, however, he 
found out that he was not special – he was no different than any other teammate on his 
team. His sweetheart was not a sweetheart at all. She had, as I wrote in my journal 
verbatim from my conversation, “been through” nearly the entire team. Crushed and 
embarrassed – the young man was heartbroken. He left the university in a blink of an eye. 
So, yes, there‟s always another story. There‟s a story somewhere that I did not hear last 
night – of a sport hostess who took a recruit‟s self-esteem and pride. Stories – hurtful 
stories – such as this are out there, and, I am sure, deserve to be told. But, I can only tell 
the stories that were shared with me. I have to focus on the narratives I heard, not the 
ones I did not.  
Soon after my drive ended, I was getting myself settled at home in Mosinee, WI 
and preparing for quality time with my family and friends. I continued to try to make 
sense of my time with sport hostesses during this time. I constantly reminded myself that 
we all co-create culture, even the culture of sport. Above all, my time with the hostesses 
reminded me that I needed to continually see myself and others in each of our parts and 
try to unravel the inflexible boundaries. As long as power differentials continue to exist 
between “masculinity” and “femininity”,  “White” and “Black” and “good hostess” and 
“bad hostess”, any theory that claims to go beyond binaries or looks only at continuities 
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between them chances keeping the power hierarchy unbroken.  It is the power 
discrepancy between different social positions and the meanings we create for them that 
make the binaries politically and personally significant (Layton, 1998). In the middle of 
wrestling with these thoughts, I delivered flowers to customers after they ordered them 
from my parents‟ shop and played with my niece and nephew. I was enjoying my time 
away from the critics and the critiques. Home is a place to get away, but I never get away 
from my own thoughts.  
 Truth be told, can you ever really get away from your own thoughts? A few days 
later, after spending an evening with six former hostesses, news broke out that the 
University of Tennessee football program was under NCAA investigation concerning its 
recruiting tactics. Two hostesses traveled out of state to attend a high school football 
game and garner highly touted recruits. Pictures surfaced on various websites of the 
attractive women posing for photos with the recruits following the game. Articles with 
titles such as, “Tennessee‟s Hostess Program Catches Recruit‟s (And NCAA‟s) Eyes” and 
“UT Hostesses Putting Smiles on Recruits‟ Faces” were all over the internet. The story 
headlined on ESPN and on national and local radio stations, too. So, much for a place to 
hide-a-way, I thought to myself as I received many calls this day to see if I was at all 
involved; I wasn‟t. But, of all the calls, one stuck with me most. 
 My phone rings. I am aggravated and think to myself, Not another call; who is it 
now? No, I had nothing to do with this, people. I just want to enjoy my time at home. It 
was foolish of me to think this – you can never escape the story because you are always 
creating, developing and living the story, no matter where you are.  
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 I look at the number but don‟t recognize it. (312)? What area code is (312)? 
Chicago? Who do I know in Chicago?, I think to myself. I don‟t know what compelled 
me to answer it without knowing the number, but I did – tentatively. 
 “Hello, this is Tanya.” 
 “Tanya, please tell me you knew nothing about this. I can‟t believe this,” the 
voice on the other lines says. I recognize the voice, but can‟t seem to place it. 
 “I‟m really sorry, but who is this?,” I have to ask since I have no idea who I am 
talking to. 
 “Oh, I‟m sorry – this is Kallie,” she answers. 
 “Hey, Kallie. I‟m sorry I didn‟t have your number in my phone,” I reply back. 
 “Oh, yeah. Sorry. CeCe emailed us your contact information last Sunday after we 
met and I just had to call you,” she rambles quickly. 
 “Well, I am glad you called, and no, I had nothing to do with this. I had no idea 
about any of this,” I reassure her.  
 “I was really hoping you wouldn‟t. But, I got to thinking that, sometimes, you just 
never know who you can trust. I was never even a hostess in the SEC, but this still effects 
me.” She is talking so fast that I can tell she is upset. “Well, remember when I said being 
a hostess looks great on your resume?...” She pauses. Then, without giving me a chance 
to answer, she says, “I take it back. I take it all back. I can‟t believe this. I just applied to 
the job of my dreams last week. It is a job in Sport Marketing and I thought I had such a 
great shot at getting it and was really crossing my fingers. But, of course, in my cover 
letter, I spoke to my ability to sell and work well with others through my experience of 
being a hostess in undergrad. Tanya, they are going to laugh at that now. They have to be 
224 
 
laughing hysterically. I bet they are saying to themselves, „I bet you can sell.‟ I can‟t 
believe I did that. This is terrible timing.” She is so upset and talking faster than I can 
possibly keep up with. 
 “Kallie, it is okay- you had no way of knowing that this story was going to break. 
Remember what we talked about – you have to know who you are and not let other 
people‟s stereotypes define you,” I assure her. 
 “I know. But, it sure is hard when some scandalous hostesses belittle my 
reputation. Tanya, are you by a computer?” she asks. 
 “Yes, I actually am,” I respond. 
 “Ok, type in USA Today‟s Article Blogs. Then, in the search put in “hostesses.” 
Ok?” 
 “Ok,” I reply. 
 “Are you there?,” she asks, without giving me much time. 
 “Almost.” As soon as my eyes see the words on the computer screen, I feel anger, 
immense anger - as I scroll down the page and glance at the comments: 
************************************************************************ 
“Tell me something, though...Do these Skank$ have parents? Were the parents that far 
removed from the situation that these Skank$ somehow can justify what they do for 
money or to be with someone famous and get up in the morning, look themselves in the 
face, and be happy with all their life decisions?” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
 
 
************************************************************************ 
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“Women shouldn't let themselves be used like this. Coaches shouldn't use young women 
like this. And young men should be smart enough to think for themselves and what is 
good for their future, not their....well, you know.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
“I wonder how the parents of "co-eds" (i.e., students who paid tuition to attend college) 
feel knowing that their daughters are being used as bait and maybe worse to attract 
athletes to enroll. And what does that make the people who organize these events? In 
most places, those people are called pimps.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
“If a young woman wants to pay for college by being a hooker or a stripper or whatever, 
go for it. But if some booster club pimp is sending them off to help recruit, that's another 
matter altogether. You just can't defend turning young women into whores in order to 
build a football team.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
“Hostesses - is that what they're calling college-age prostitutes these politically correct 
days? How quaint.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
“There are many who consider all-female hostess committees to be nothing more than 
recruiting prostitutes sent for the "entertainment" of athletes.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
“Nothing sells better than sex.” 
 
************************************************************************ 
 
  I am silent. Kallie is silent. Finally, I muster, “I am so sorry, Kallie.”  
 
 “Me, too…me, too,” she sighs. “I may not get this job now. But, I hope you tell 
the stories you heard. I really want you to tell our stories. You need to write something 
and send it to ESPN. Will you?” 
 I take a moment to answer, “I started this project with the intent for it to be used 
for research purposes,” I say, not knowing how to answer precisely. “But, I will see what 
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comes of it. And, in the back of my mind, I was prepared for something like this to 
happen.” 
 “I understand. But, the positive stories need to be heard. We aren‟t a bunch of 
hoes and sluts. Tanya, it is so aggravating,” she almost pleads. “You need to share our 
stories.” 
 “Kallie, I will do my best,” I acknowledge. 
 “That‟s all I ask. I can‟t wait to read it.” It sounds like she has finally relaxed on 
the other end of the phone. 
 “I will definitely send it to you via email as a PDF file when I am done,” I 
reassure her. 
 “Great, well, thanks, Tanya. I will let you go.” 
 “Ok, Kallie. Hang in there and I hope you get the job.” 
 “Thanks. Have a good day.” 
 “You, too,” I say. 
 As I hang up the phone, I think, What in the world have I gotten myself into? I 
smile and think, I can do this, somehow, someway. I‟m reminded by the words of Adichie 
(2009) when, in an oral presentation titled The Danger of a Single Story,  she said,  “The 
consequence of the single story is this: It robs people of dignity.” There are multiple 
stories of being a sport hostess; all are worthy of being heard, one no more significant 
than another. 
 I decide this is my humble attempt to start the conversation and to tell a story, a 
hostess story. It is a tale about so much more than pretty women prancing around in mini-
skirts and high heels on game day, attempting to lure collegiate football recruits.  It is a 
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story about women thriving, despite the stereotypes, misconceptions, challenges and even 
pain, in the masculine world of sport. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Afterward 
 Writing this autoenthography has been one of the most invigorating, yet 
challenging experiences, not only in my academic but also my personal life. I wrestled 
with the stories – ones to tell and ones to leave out. I wanted to tell them all and to reflect 
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more about them.  But, the time has come to temporarily end this story. I am, however, 
continually making sense of this tale. When I read some of the narratives embedded in it, 
I still find myself smiling, laughing and even crying. I am reminded by the recurrent 
phrase in my dissertation, time changes things; I hope I have been able to walk you 
through this personal journey of change. I don‟t know how to end the story even still –
but, will I ever know when the story has ended? I identify with Bochner (2009) quote 
below as I reflect on my experience of writing this very social and personal dissertation: 
 I realized that what I was doing was building a relationship to my past, between 
 the selves of my past and me – between there and then and here and now. Like 
 any construction project, this one could not be completed without exertion. There 
 would be more than a little sweat on my brow and more than a few tears running 
 down my cheeks (p. 358).   
 Things do not always go as planned – time changes things and life alters 
directions fast and sometimes against our will. Two and a half months after learning I 
was pregnant, I miscarried our 3 and a half month old baby with Dean at my side. From 
10 pm to 3 am, we lost the child we grew to love and adore in a quaint two-bedroom 
apartment away from family and friends. We weeped helplessly in each other‟s arms. We 
only had one another in that moment. Devastation consumed us. Just by looking into 
Dean‟ eyes, I could see loss. Loss surrounded our entire beings. I mourned for our baby, I 
mourned for Dean and I mourned for me. What now? What‟s next? Nothing matters 
anymore, I thought. Our baby captured my heart as soon as I discovered she was there. I 
grew to love our unexpected baby girl more than I had ever loved anyone or anything 
before. I wondered how in the world I would ever finish my dissertation, continue 
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applying for jobs, teach undergraduate Sport Psychology, and work with female athletes 
now that she was gone. Moreover, I wondered how I would care to do so.  
Yet, I would soon learn that it was my investment in my work that would make 
me strong; it was in my weakest point in my life thus far that I realized how strong I 
really am. More importantly, I no longer view single mothers, teenage mothers the same 
– they are unselfish beyond words. I commend them and admire them. Through my 
experience of going from a 28-year-old unwed and pregnant PhD student to losing both 
my baby and Dean in a week‟s span, I would never see life the same. It took me enduring 
all this to reflect on the fact that we never know what our neighbor, our boss or the 
student in our classroom is going through at any given moment. This experience made 
me better, but I would never want it on my worst enemy, if I have one out there. I 
realized that I was not the first woman to experience this loss and would not be the last. I 
reminded myself, you can never judge a book by its cover. The old adage applies not only 
to me and every other human being, but, to every woman at one point or another.  
 Things happen in life that consume and distract us. In sport psychology we teach 
athletes to “control your emotions or your emotions will control you.” Well, sometimes, 
yes, there are those times when we need to recognize all of our emotions and sit in the 
fear, the anger, the hurt and confusion. That is exactly what I did after experiencing an 
unplanned pregnancy and miscarriage that completely turned my life upside down and 
then back again. It was a lot for me to process; but, it would probably be for almost any 
woman. This project is delicate to me – our stories, the former sport hostesses‟ and mine. 
What do I want readers to know? I declared during my proposal of this project that I 
would intertwine my life with that of the former hostesses – the women I would have the 
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pleasure of meeting.  I also declared that I would be genuine and true. As life and the 
stories unfolded for me, I thought I was in over my head. I thought more than once, What 
have I gotten myself into? Before meeting the former sport hostesses, I wrote, What if the 
story takes a turn for the worst? What if my life doesn‟t go as planned? I know now what 
happens then; the story goes on for both the hostesses and me. The writing never ceases 
and the tale continues to live, taking on new directions. This has been a heart-ful 
ethnography (Ellis, 1999) for me and I hope it has been for you as well. 
 I know people may critique this story. It is okay; I, too, critique the story. I have 
grappled with stories in my head for days and nights. There were times I was not ready to 
tell a story, was unsure where to put it or how to convey my thoughts to the reader. Then, 
I would have a sudden epiphany walking to lunch about how to make a connection 
between my story and the hostesses‟ stories. This has been a creative process but I have 
tried as well to remain true to hostesses‟ experiences as I recalled them. I sat down with 
five women and chatted with three women over the phone. Their experiences were 
varied, as I hope you have gathered from my attempt to share them with you. It wasn‟t 
long into the interviews that even I discovered there were so many varieties of former 
sport hostess stories out there.  
 Thus, I thought, What better way to unveil these differences in experiences than to 
develop a plot and composite characters who sit down and share their reflections with 
one another. All of the stories are ones women shared with me; sometimes, I employed in 
vivo codes, while other times I paraphrased the words of the women. I have developed 
the characters from field notes, reflections and my own imagination and lived experience; 
I had no idea how challenging this could be until I began to attempt it. However, I 
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understand myself and the women more because I wrestled with ways to tell our stories 
and develop our characters. Once engrossed in this study, I experienced 
autoethnography‟s rigor. To come up with and quantify themes and provide in vivo codes 
as validation would have been a much easier way to process my experience and the 
interviews. But, for me, the story helps me to reveal the complexity and the messiness in 
the experiences of the sport hostesses‟ and my lives. 
 In fact, I felt compelled to take more time to write this tale. Moreover, I worried 
at points about criticism and warnings a multitude of people offered me without 
invitation about the dangers of doing this work. I am proud of this work; yet, it has been 
the hardest manuscript for me to turn over to academic concierges. Will the door be shut 
on me? Will I be welcomed in? As a writer, I think, There‟s still a multitude of ways to 
improve the tale, more stories to tell to engage the readers. But, I need to graduate – I 
need to let go. I am not always good at letting go. Life forces us to learn we need to let go 
if we are to grow; if we stay in our safe cocoon, we suffocate.  
 Autoethnography has been a gift to me this year – I can only imagine what my 
past year might have looked like without it. Sometimes, I wanted things to be like they 
used to be; but, I have learned that time changes things. We must adapt and give 
ourselves the opportunity to evolve. Autoethnography forced me to reflect on this lesson, 
both personally and professionally. Isn‟t this just the pursuit of academia? Not for me - I 
would never take this year back; my decisions to explore former sport hostesses‟ 
experiences alongside my own has allowed me – and I hope the reader - to grow and 
reflect together on our experiences.  As Ellis (2009) writes: 
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 “Be more critical! The realists are right to condemn you as atheoretical and 
 devoid of analysis; but they miss the point. You don‟t need more and “better 
 data”; you need to engage with more texts that will interrupt the linearity of your 
 personal stories and turn them into more useful, unresolved, untidy, skeptical, and 
 fragmented narratives (p. 372).  
Ellis (2009) continues on to explain that defending autoethnography proves that the 
methodology is not being overlooked. Moreover, the critics find it important to challenge 
autoethnographers in order to keep their ways of doing research as the dominant 
paradigm. Rather than paying attention to the critics, like Ellis (2009), I want to give 
more attention to these womens‟ voices, to the readers, and to those who are “risking 
writing their stories for the first time” (p. 373).  
 I want to stay true to autoethnography and allow the readers to make sense of 
what they have read, where they identify and disidentify. I have wrestled with this story 
for months and my analysis lies in the story. Look, and you will find it; if you don‟t find 
mine, you will find yours. But, if there is nothing that you have learned or understood 
better, if there is nothing that moves you to think differently or has touched your heart – 
well, then, I did not do my job as an autoethnographer. Then, and only then, have I failed 
as an autoethnographer. And, if that is the case, I must start over.   
 In Chapter 3, I wrote that I wanted to stop telling with authority instead I open 
narrative as the authority and write multiple interpretations. By doing so, it makes it seem 
as though my interpretation is not the only interpretation. We all come to this work with 
different experiences and belief systems; the beauty of autoethnography is that the reader 
is given the opportunity to choose what is meaningful or important to him or her.   
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 Regarding my subjectivity, yes, it is ever-present in the study and here is why. 
When addressing critics, autoethnographers believe: 
 Our subjectivity is not a barrier between us and meaning, it is what makes 
 meaning possible. Their [critics] resistance to our openness rests not on our 
 subjectivism but on theirs. They can‟t see a way to fit our plot into the storyline 
 they are accustomed to living. They think that if they work hard enough they will 
 reach the one right interpretation (Bochner, 2009, p. 364). 
Thus, I want to keep the dialogue going on our interpretations of recruiting, the football 
culture and the experiences of sport hostesses. I have learned from my time with sport 
hostesses, athletes and writing autoethnographically that there are always multiple 
interpretations to one event, depending from where we are looking. 
 With that said, from my subjective experience of doing this research, I would 
offer three recommendations for institutions and athletic programs utilizing host and 
hostess programs. First, it became clear to me that hostesses played a relevant role in 
recruiting. Shouldn‟t they be paid adequately for their time and contribution? These 
women (and men) deserve more than minimum wage or a class credit. The commitment 
they have and sacrifices they make for their academic institutions and athletic programs 
should be valued and (at minimum) compensated accordingly. Secondly, it was apparent 
that the women gained valuable professional experience during their time as sport 
hostesses. I believe undergraduate men should be granted the same opportunities to 
acquire beneficial experiences for their professional and personal futures. If host and 
hostess programs are coordinated, hired and paid by academic institutions, I believe all 
people, regardless of gender, race, and sexual orientation, should be granted the 
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opportunity to polish their professional and communication skills. Lastly, I believe a male 
host and female hostess should accompany each recruit during recruitment visits. 
Prospective athletes and their parents may value both genders‟ perspectives on the 
academic institution, campus life and athletic program. Additionally, by providing male 
recruits with a female sport hostess, institutions are making two assumptions:  a) male 
recruits are interested in having a female hostess and, b) male recruits are heterosexual.  
It is my belief that this is not necessarily the case.   
 I am aware that sport psychology professionals and academics may say, “So 
what?” To that I respond, “This project helped me grow as a consultant and human being 
– more than I ever imagined possible.” If I need to defend my point more, I would say 
this: I learned to be gentler on myself, and, in doing so, I became gentler on athletes. Life 
gets in the way of athletes‟ performance just like mine. Through our shared time together, 
we laugh, we plan, we goal-set, we tell stories, we image and we cry. Yes, athletes – most 
athletes, at one point or another - cry in the Mental Training Office, because they, like 
most of us, are never where they thought they would be at any given point. This is 
regardless of whether it is in their race times, their rehabilitation from an injury, or their 
personal lives. I remind athletes that success is not always an easy road and things don‟t 
always go as planned. I have to remind myself that the same goes for my life, too. 
However, the journey, the ride, is beautiful with its bumps and curves. It is during these 
times, the bumps, that we find strength.  
 Additionally, I have discovered that learning through emotions has been neglected 
in academia and, more specifically, the field of sport psychology. As sport psychology 
professionals, we learn to manage our negative reactions and feelings towards others that 
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would make it difficult for us to remain connected to them through our work and 
consulting. However, we might experience ambivalence or frustration towards 
participants we study and athletes we consult (Kleinman, 1991). Our anticipations and 
emotions not only affect our work as researchers and sport psychology consultants, but 
also are part of the process. To disregard our feelings and hide them away is to put aside 
our values. Our feelings convey our ideals and ethics (Kleinman, 1991).  Rather than 
neglecting and putting aside our emotions, confronting them and understanding how they 
affect our work, our interpretations of our work and their effect on our studies and 
professional consulting relationships with athletes is integral to improving as both 
researchers and consultants. It is important to understand where we were ideologically 
when we started and how those ideologies evolved over time due to both personal and 
professional experience, emotions and education (Kleinman, 1991). Moreover, by taking 
time to confront all of our emotions, we have a better understanding of who we are which 
enhances our ability to assist others in understanding their multiple and complex 
identities and reactions to experiences and feelings, too.  
 Sometimes, I am not sure we talk about feelings enough in sport psychology. 
Asking an athlete, “how not being able to travel with the team makes him or her feel?” 
could offer more insight for the athlete and consultant than providing the athlete positive 
affirmations and advice on how to stay positive given the situation.  As a sport 
psychology consultant my goal is for the athlete to eventually understand their feelings 
and emotions and be able to come up with their own personal solutions for dealing with 
situations on the court, in the field, in a team meeting or in the locker room without 
having to make an appointment with me. When this happens, I have succeeded as a sport 
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psychology consultant. Thus, what better way to consult than to helping athletes to 
understand their emotions and feelings and their reactions to them? However, before ever 
being able to help others accomplish this task, we must understand our own. Learning 
emotionally and writing emotionally through a means like autoethnography, allows for 
researchers to confront, reveal and understand one‟s emotions and values, which can then 
enhance the effectiveness of personal and professional relationships; and, as sport 
psychology professionals, we are in the business of developing and fostering 
relationships    
I always knew that athletes were not robots who train, weight-lift and condition 
their bodies for elite performance. Life is hard; sometimes, there is just no getting around 
it. Training for elite performance in the midst of life‟s challenges makes the necessity for 
focus and a positive perspective even more important. This is what I hope I am able to 
give the athletes that I work with on a daily basis. However, truth be told, they have given 
me more strength than I have given them mental training skills. As the young athletes 
share with me all they have to cope with on a daily basis – deaths of loved ones, 
performance anxiety, stress from exams and quizzes amidst two-a-day training sessions, 
extensive travel and pressure, regional and national athletic competitions – I know that I 
can overcome obstacles just as they do. I love what I do – working with collegiate female 
athletes and forming relationships that help us both perfect our crafts.  
 My time working with female student-athletes and my time talking with former 
sport hostesses has reminded me that we all have dreams we have not yet accomplished. 
We all are in search of our next best performance or our time to shine for all to see. 
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Athletes, sport hostesses, and, yes, you and me – everybody wants to shine. Believe in 
them and they just might.  
 At this point, you may be asking as the reader, “What comes next for you? What 
is your next study?” I can tell you that I will probably be an autoethnographer for life. It 
holds meaning for me. Will it be the only methodology I utilize? Probably not. But, I am 
going to continue journaling my life stories and reflections while also listening to the 
stories of other people‟s lives, the hurt and pain and the triumph and joy (Ellis, 2009). I 
see areas to expand this current research endeavor by sitting down with collegiate 
football players and talking to them about their experiences of recruiting and being 
granted an attractive sport hostess. There are so many stories to hear. Moreover, if ever 
possible, I would love to interview the men in power regarding their views of the purpose 
and implementation of sport hostess programs. What is their take on the practice? How 
do they make sense of it? Whatever I do and wherever this story takes me, I have learned 
one thing – the most important thing is to follow my own intuition and lean not on the 
discouragement of others.  I know now that I can rest assured that time changes things. 
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Appendix A 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Informed Consent 
 The purpose of the current study is to gain a better understanding of sport hostess 
experience. The study is being conducted as part of completion requirements for my 
doctorate program at the University of Tennessee in Sport Studies. 
 During the interview, you will be asked to talk about your experience of being a 
sport hostess. The interview will be conducted in a setting of your choice and will last 
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approximately 30 to 90 minutes. There will be no monetary compensation for your 
participation. However, you may find the interview rewarding in that it may promote 
self-awareness and reflection on your experiences. The entire interview will be audio-
recorded. To protect your identity, you will be asked to select a fictional name. At no 
time will your identity be revealed in oral or published reports. The data of the study will 
be kept confidential and will be made available only to the principal investigator, Tanya 
Prewitt, and her faculty advisor, Dr. Leslee Fisher. 
 After we complete the interview, it will be transcribed verbatim. After the audio- 
recordings are transcribed, they will be destroyed. The transcripts will be kept locked at 
all times.  
 We foresee no major risks associated with your participation. However, should 
you feel emotional discomfort during the interview you can end the interview at any time 
without penalty or punishment. Your participation in the study is strictly voluntary. If you 
experience any emotional discomfort and would like to speak to a professional, you can 
call the University of Tennessee Counseling Center at (865)974-2196.  
If you have any questions about the study and/or about your participation, please 
call me (Tanya Prewitt, 865-974-3340) or email me at tprewit1@utk.edu. Once the 
study is completed, I will be happy to discuss the findings with you if you wish. If you 
would like to contact the University of Tennessee Institutional Review Board for any 
ethical questions you might have or your rights as a participant, you can do so by calling 
the Research Compliance Services section of the University of Tennessee, Knoxville at 
(865)974-3466. 
 
Statement of Consent 
 
 I acknowledge that the research procedures described above have been explained 
to me. Also, I have received a copy of this form and I agree to participate in this study. 
 
Participant‟s Name (Please Print) _____________________________________ 
 
Participant‟s Signature:___________________________________ Date: 
______________ 
 
Sincerely, 
Tanya Prewitt      Leslee Fisher, Ph.D. 
Principal Investigator     Faculty Advisor 
(865)974-3340     (865)974-9973 
tprewit1@utk.edu     lfisher2@utk.edu 
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Appendix B 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Interview Guide 
Hi, my name is Tanya Prewitt and I am currently a doctoral student in Sport 
Studies with an emphasis in Sport Psychology. I would like to invite you to participate in 
a research study to learn more about sport hostess experience. This research is being done 
as part of my dissertation research in my program at the University of Tennessee. Thank 
you for agreeing to participate in this interview study. I am talking to women who have 
been or are currently a sport hostess.  
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Therefore, the purpose of the study is to gain an insight into your experience. 
During this interview, I am interested in how you perceive your involvement as a sport 
hostess, as well as how you perceived others‟ experiences. I am asking you to participate 
because I believe that you will help me better understand the sport hostess experience. A 
potential benefit for you participating in this study may be that you enjoy sharing your 
experience. In addition, your participation could help others discover ways to improve the 
experience of sport hostesses for young women who will participate in the future. There 
are no foreseen risks in participating in the study. However, for some people, talking 
about their experience may elicit upsetting feelings or thoughts. Please know that you 
only need to share what you feel comfortable discussing with me. As a participant in this 
study you have several rights. Your participation is entirely voluntary, and you are free to 
decline to answer any questions or to stop the interview at any point. There is no right or 
wrong answer to the questions that I will be asking. I want to learn from your experience 
and expertise so that I can better understand what it means to be a sport hostess. I hope, 
therefore, that you will answer candidly. 
The information from this study will be used in two ways. First the information 
will be used for my dissertation research. Secondly, the results may be published in a 
scientific journal or book so that others can benefit from the information gained from the 
study. 
However, I would also like to emphasize that your interview will remain 
confidential. I will ask you to choose a pseudonym to represent yourself in the transcripts. 
In the presentation of results, I may want to use selected quotes from the interview in 
order to illustrate important ideas. These will be strictly anonymous, and I will ensure 
that your identity is protected. I am using a digital audio recorder to get complete and 
accurate information, and to make the interview process more efficient. The audio 
recorder is also necessary so that I will be able to make typed transcripts for later 
reference. After the study is completed, I will destroy all audio-recordings of our 
discussions. I will be the only person who knows of your participation in the study.  
 As part of your participation in the study, I will spend about 30-90 minutes 
talking with you about your experience. Throughout our discussion, I may ask you to tell 
me more or explain your answers to ensure that I understand what you are telling me 
because I believe that you have valuable insight on sport hostess experience.  
 If you have any questions as we go along please ask them, as is the case for 
clarification, if at any time you do not understand what I am asking. 
 At the end of the interview there will be an opportunity for you to add anything 
that you felt was important and not covered.  
 
Do you have any questions now about what I have talked about so far? (Pause). If not, 
let‟s get started. First, I want you to know that I have a list of questions to work from but 
I would like to have a conversation rather than a question and answer interview 
experience. I have a list of questions to refer to if we need them.  
 
1) What is your age? 
2) What is your hometown and state? 
3) How would you describe your family structure?  
4) What is your major in college? 
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5) What is your collegiate GPA? 
6) What extracurricular activities were you or are you involved in? 
7) Are you a former athlete? 
8) Are you an avid sports fan? 
9) How long were you or how long have you been a hostess?; What year in college were  
you when you became a hostess? 
10) How did you get involved or interested in becoming a hostess? 
11) What were the requirements to be considered for the position of hostess? 
12) How long does a woman get to be a hostess? 
13) Once you become a hostess, what are your job requirements?  
14) What makes or made someone a good hostess?  
15) What makes or made someone a bad hostess? 
16) What is or was your favorite aspect of your position as a hostess? 
17) What are or were the benefits or drawbacks to being a hostess? 
18) Can you tell me tell me a memorable story in your experience of being a hostess? 
19) Can you tell me a time when you had a positive experience as a hostess? 
20) Can you tell me a time when you had a negative experience as a hostess? 
21) How are you or were you paid for your time? 
22) Could you tell me about the relationships that you have or had with other hostesses? 
23) Could you tell me about the relationships that you have or had with players and 
coaches? 
24) Could you tell me about your experience of the relationships hostess have or had with 
one another? 
25) Could you think of a reason why a hostess would not make it in the position? 
26) What are or were the dress requirements? Do or did you pick out your own attire? 
27) What is or was your primary role when you are or were with an athlete? 
28) Who coordinates or coordinated your pairing with an athlete?  
29) Do you or did you have a choice of athletes to hostess? 
30) Do you or did you have to maintain a certain weight or GPA to be a hostess? 
31) How do you or did you get selected to be a hostess? 
32) Do or did hostesses and athletes date? If so, was this seen as acceptable? 
33) How do or how did other students perceive you? 
34) Do you feel you‟re attractive? Does you‟re attractiveness have anything to do with 
your selection to be a hostess? 
35) What does or did the ideal hostess look like?  
36) Do or did they pair hostesses and recruits by race? 
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